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TO THE 


READER. 


the following Collection con- 


tains all the Poems which have 


been written by the Right Ho- 
nourable George Granville, Lord 
Lanſdown, very few of which 
have been ever before Printed 
ang: as this Book is Publiſhed by 

A 2 his 


Am to inform 5. Reader, that 


5 


Do ile READER. _ 
his Lordſhip's Permiſſion, I que- 
ſtion not but it will appear to be 
very Correct, which cannot be 
ſaid of ſome of the Poems, which, 
as I have been told, came former- 

ly, into the World without his 
Lordſhip's Knowledge and Ap- 
probation. For this Reaſon, and 
in Conſideration that the Subject? 7 
are various and entertaining, I I 
make no doubr but this Edition T 
will meet with a fayourable Re- bo 
ception from the Publick, T 
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Several Occaſions. 


D - EA 


c 


On the Earl of Peterborough's hap- 
py Negotiation of the Marriage be- 
tween his Royal Highneſs and the 
Princeſs Mary d' Eſte of Mo- 
dena. 


1 
ls Juno barren, in unfruitful Joys 
© CF Our rich Fove his Nuptial Hours 
Ty employs. 
ye So Fate ordains, that all our 
J Hopes may be, 

And all our Safety, Gallant Tork, 


In By 


2 Poems upon ſeveral Octaſiont, 


By the ſame Wiſh aſpiring. Queens are led, 
Each languiſhing to mount his Royal Bed; 
His. Youth, his Wiſdom, and his early Fame, 
Create in ey'ry Breaſt a Rival Flame: 
Remoteſt Kings fit trembling on their Thrones, 
As if no Diſtance cou'd ſecure their Crowns ; 
Fearing his Valour, wiſely they contend 
To bribe with Beauty ſo renown'd a Friend: 
Beauty the Price, there need no other Arts, 
Love is the ſureſt Bait for Heroes Hearts: 

Nor can the Fair conceal as high Concern 
To ſee the Prince, for- whom, unſeen, they burn; 


Brave Tork, attending to the gen'ral Voice, 
At length reſolves to make the wiſh'd-for Choice; 
To noble Peterborough, Wile and Juſt, 
Of his great Heart he gives the ſacred Truft : 
Thx Eyes, ſaid he, ſhall well direct that Heart 
« Where thou, my beſt belov'd, haſt ſuch a Paxt 3 
« In Council oft, and oft in Rane try'd, 
« Betwixt thy Maſter, and the World decide. 


The choſen Mercury prepares t' obey 
This high Command. Gently, ye Winds, convey, 
And with auſpicious Gales his Safety wait, 
On whom depend Great Britain's Hopes and Fate. 
So Faſon with his Argonauts, from Greece 
To colahos ſail d, to fetch the Golden Fleece, 


r 


Poems upon ſeveral Occafions, 3 
As when the Goddeſſes came down of old 

On 7da's Hill, ſo many Ages told, 

With Gifts their young Dardanian Judge they try'd, 

And each bad high to win him to her Side; 

o tempt they him, and æmulouſly vie 

To bribe a Voice that Empires wou d not buy: 

4 With Balls and Banquets his pleas'd Senſe they bait, 

and Queens and Kings upon his Pleaſures wait. 


Ry 
5 
95 
*% 


Th' impartial Judge ſurveys, with vaſt Delight; 

All that the Sun ſurrounds of Fair and Bright: 
Then, ſtrictly juſt, he, with adoring Eyes, 

To radiant E/t# gives the famous Prize. 
Of Antique Stock, her high Deſcent ſhe brings, 
Born to renew the Race of Britain's Kings. 
= Who cou'd deſerve, like Her, in whom we ſee 

United, all that Paris found in Three? 
O Equal Pair! when both were ſet above 

All other Merit, but each other's Love. 


[$hore, 
Welcome, Bright Princeſs, to Great Britain's 


As Berecynthia to high Heav'n, who bore 

WThat ſhining Race of Goddeſſes and Gods 

EW ho rul'd the World, and fill'd the bleſt Abodes: 
From thee, my Muſe expects as noble Theams, 
Another Mars and Fove, another Fames,. 

Vur future Hopes all from thy Womb atiſc, 
Fur preſent Joy and Safety from your Eyes; 

B 3 | Thoſe 


Poems apon ſeveral Occaflons. 
| 8 | 
Thoſe charming Eyes that thine, to reconcile, 
To Harmony and Peace, our ſtubborn Iſle: 
On brazen Memnon, Phebus caſts a Ray, 
And the tough Metal ſo ſalutes the Day. 


The Britiſh Dame, fam d for reſiſtleſs Grace, 
Contends not now, but for the ſecond Place; 
Our Love ſuſpended, we negle& the Fair 
For whom we burn'd, to gaze adoring here: 
So ſang the Syrens, with enchanting Sound, 
Enticing all to liſten and be drown'd, 

Till Orpheus raviſh'd in a nobler Strain, 
They ceas'd to ſing, or ſinging charm'd in vain. 


This bleſt Alliance, Peterborough, may 
Th'indebted Nation bounteouſly repay 3 
Thy Statuts, for the Genius of our Land, 
With Palm adorn'd, on cy'ry Threſhold Rand, 


/ 


ir 
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Spoken by the Author, being then but 

Twelve Years of Age, to ber Roy- 
al Highneſs the DurekEss of 
York, at Trinity-College in 
Cambridge. 

XF7 HEN join'd in One, the Good, the Fair, | 


the Great, 
Defcend to view the Muſes humble Seat, 


Tho' in mean Lines they theit vaſt Joys 1 


Yet for Sincerity and Truth, they dare 
With your own Taſſe's mighty ſelf compare. 


Then, brcight.and merciful as Heay'n, receive 
From them ſuch Praiſes, as to Heav'n they give, 
Their Praifes for that gentle Influence, 


Which thoſe auſpicious Lights, your Eyes, diſpenſe, 


Thoſe radiant Eyes, whoſe itreſiſtleſs Flame 
Strikes Envy dumb, and keeps Sedition tame: 
They can to gazing Multitudes give Law, 
Convert the Factious, and the Rebel awe: 

They conquer for the Duke; where-e'er- you tread, 
Millions of Proſelytes behind are led, 


Thro' Crowds of new-made Converts ftill you go, 


Fleas'd and triumphant at the glorious Show. 
| 53 Happy 
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Happy that Prince, who has by you attain'd 
A greater Conqueſt than his Arms e'er gain'd: 
With all War's Rage he may abroad o*'ercome, 
But Loye's a gentler Victory at home. 

Securely here, he on that Face relies, 

Lays by his Arms, and conquers with your Eyes; 
And all the glorious Actions of his Life 
Thinks well rewarded, bleſt with ſuch a Wife. 


—_ * * 


To the KING, in the Firſt Tear of 
His Majeſty's Reign, 


A all thy Years, like this, propitious be, 
And bring thee Crowns, and Peace, and. 
Victory: | | 
Scarce hadſt thou Time t' unſheath' thy conqu'ring 
It did but glitter, and the Rebels fled: (Blade, 
Thy Sword, the Safeguard of thy Brother's Throne, 
Is now become the Bulwark of thy own. 


— — 


2 


Aw'd by thy Fame, the trembling Nations ſend 
Thro'- out the World, to court ſo brave a Friend; 
The guilty Senates that refus d thy Sway 
Repent their Crime, and haſten to obey; 

Tribute they raiſe, and Vows and Off rings bring, 


Confeſs their Phreazy, and confirm their King. 
f Who 


Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions, 7 


Who with their Venom over- ſpread thy Soil, 
Thoſe Scorpions of the State, preſent their Oyl. 


— A  I—_— 
De AS 


So the World's Saviour, like a Mortal dreſt, 
Altho' by daily Miracles confeſt, 
Accus d of Evil Doctrine by the Fews, 
Their rightful Lord they impiouſly refuſe ; 
But when they ſaw ſuch Terror in the Skies, 
The Temple rent, their King in Glory riſe, * 
Dread and Amazement ſeiz d the trembling 
Crowd, | * 
Who, conſcious of their Crime, adoring bow'd, 


To the KING. 


H O' train'd in Arms, and learn'd in Martial 
| Arts, | | 
Thou chuſeſt not to conquer Men, but Hearts. 
Expecting Nations for thy Triumphs wait, 

But thou prefer ſt the Name of Juſt to Great. 

So Fove ſuſpends his ſubje& World to doom, 
Which, wou d he pleaſe to thunder, he'd conſume. 


O! cou'd the Ghoſts of mighty Heroes dead 
Return on Earth, and quit th Elyzian Shade, 
Brutus to James wou d truſt the Peoples Cauſe, 
Thy Juſtice is a ſtronger Guard than Laws: 
| B 4 Marius 
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Marius and Sylla wou'd reſign to thee, 
Nor Ceſar, and Great Pompey, Rivals be, 
Or Riyals only who ſhou'd beſt obey, 
And Cato give his Voice for Regal Sway. 


— 


— Qu. — * a 


To the KING. 


EROES of old, by Rapine and by Spoil, 
In ſearch of Fame did all the World embroil. 
Thus to their Gods each then ally'd his Name, 
This ſprang from Fove, and That from Titan came · 
With equal Valour, and the ſame Succeſs, 
Dread King, might'ſt thou the Univerſe oppreſs. 
But Chriſtian Laws conſtrain thy Martial Pride, 
Peace is thy Choice, and Piety thy Guide; 
By thy Example, Kings are taught to ſway, 
Hexoes to fight, and Saints may learn to pray. 


The Grecian Leaders were but half Divine; 
Neſtor in Council, and Ulyſſes ſhine : 
But in the Day of Combat, all wou d yield 
To the fierce Maſter of the ſey'n-fold Shield. 
Their very Deities were grac'd no more, 
Mars had the Courage, Fove the Thunder bore ; 
But all Perfections meet in Fames alone, 
And Britain's King is all the Gods in One. 


A 


. 
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foregoing Verſes to the KING. 


N carly Plant, which ſuch à Bloſſom bears, 
And ſhows a Genius ſo beyond his Years, 
A Judgment that cou'd make fo fair a Choice, 
So high a Subject to employ his Voice, 
Still as it grows, how ſweetly will he ſing, 
The growing Greatneſs of our matchleſs King! 


* 


1 
— — 


20 Mr. WAL LER, 


| HEN into Libya the young Grecian came, 
To talk with Hammon, and conſult for 
Fame, . 
When from the Sacred Tripod where he ſtood, 
The Prieſt inſpir d faluted him a God; 
Scarce ſuch a Joy that haughty Vitor knew, 
So own'd by Heav'n, as I thus prais d by you. 


Whoe'er their Names can in thy Numbers ſhow, - - 


Have more than Empire, and immortal grow; 
Ages to come ſhall ſcorn the Powers of old, 


When in thy Vexſe of greater Gods they're told; 
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Our beauteous Queen, and martial Monarch's Name 
For Fove and Juno ſhall be plac'd by Fame, 

Thy Charles for Neptune ſhall the Seas command, 
And Sachariſſa ſhall for Venus ſtand; * 

Greece ſhall no longer boaſt, nor haughty Rome, 
But think from Britain all the Gods did come. 


* 


— = 


* 


To the immortal Memory of Mr. 
WAL LER, upon his Death. 


Like partaking of Celeſtial Fire, 
Poets and Heroes to Renown aſpire, 
Till crown*d with Honour, and immortal Name, 
By Wit, or Valour, led to equal Fame, 
They mingle with the Gods, that breath'd che 
noble Flame: 
Homer ſhall laſt like Alexander long, 
As much recorded, and as often . 


A Tree of Life is Sacred Poetry; 
Sweet is the Fruit, and tempting to the Eye. 
Many there are who nibble without Leave; 
But none, who ate not born to Taſte, ſurvive, 
Waller ſhall never dye; of Life ſecure, 
As long as Fame or aged Time endure: 


Waller, 
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Waller, the Muſe's Darling, free to taſte 
Of all their Stores, the Maſtet of the Feaſt ; . 
Not like old Adam tinted in his Choice, 

But Lord of all the ſpacious Paradiſe. 


Thoſe Foes to Virtue, Fortune, and Mankind, 
Fayouring his Fame, once to do Juſtice join d; 
No carping Critick interrupts his Praiſe, 

No Rival ftrives, but for a ſecond Place: 

No Want conſtrain' d, the Writer's uſual Fate. 

A Poet, with a plentiful Eftate ; 

The firſt of Mortals, who before the Tomb 

Struck that pernicious Monſter, Enyy, dumb, 

Malice and Pride, thoſe Savages, diſarm'd ; 

Not Orpheus with ſuch pow'rful Magick charm' d. 

Scarce in the Grave can we allow him more 

Than, Living, we agreed to give before. 

His noble Muſe employ'd her gen'rous Rage Þ 

In crowning Virtue, ſcorning to engage 

The Vice and Follies of an impious Age: 

No Satyr lurks within this hallow'd Ground, 

But Nymphs and Heroin's, Kings and Gods a- 
bound, | | 

Glory, and Arms, and Love, is all the Sound: 

His Eden with no Serpent is defil'd, | 

But all is gay, delicious all, and mild. 


Miſtaken” 
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Miſtaken Men his Muſe of Flatt*ry blame, 
Adorning twice an impious Tyrant's Name: 
We raiſe our own, by giving Fame to Foes 3. 


The Valour. that he prais'd he did oppoſe. 


Nor were his Thoughts to Poetry confin'd, 
The State and Buſineſs ſhar'd his ample Mind; 
As all the Fair were Captives to his Wit, 

So Senates to his Counſels would ſubmit: 
His Voice ſo ſoft, his Eloquence ſo ſtrong, 
Like Cato*s was his Speech, like Ovid's was his Song; 


Our Britiſh Kings are rais'd above the Herſe, 
Immortal made in his immortal Verſe 
No more are Mar, and Fove Poetick Themes, 
But the Coleſtial charles s and juſt James: 
Juno and Pallas, all the mining Race 
Of Heav'nly Beauties, to the Queen give Place; 
Clear like her Brow, and graceful was his Song, 
Great like her Mind, and like her Virtue. ſtrong. 

1 | 

Parent of Gods, who do'ſt to Gods remove, 
Where art thou plac'd, and which thy Seat above? 
Waller the God of Verſe we will proelaim, 
Not Phæbus now, but Waller be his Name; 
Of joyful Bards the ſweet Seraphick Quite 
. Acknowledge thee, their Oracle and Site; 


— 


Poems upon ſeveral Orcafionr, 13 
The Spheres do homage, and the Muſes fing 
Waller the God of Verſe, ho was the King. 


. 


* 
- nd. 


* 


On the QUE x N's Picture, given in 
Exchange for another. 


F the rude Indians, artteſs and untaught, 

So brighteſt Jewels are with Trifles bought: 
Deceiv'd Ixion's Fate revers'd is ſhow d, 
Imperial June given for a Cloud. 


— 


On the QUEEN. 


HE N we reflect upon our charming Queen, 
Her Wit, her Beauty, her hmpetial Mein; 
Majeſtick June in her Air we find, 
The Form of Venus with Minerva's Mind: 
Who was ſo grac'd, ſhe, ſhe was fit alone 
With Royal James to fill the Britiſo Throng. . 
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Miſtaken Men his Muſe of Flatt*ry blame, 
Adorning twice an impious Tyrant's Name: 


We raiſe our own, by giving Fame to Foes 3. 
The Valour. that he prais'd he did oppoſe. 


Nor were his Thoughts to Poetry confin'd,' 
The State and Buſineſs ſhar d his ample Mind; 
As all the Fair. were Captives to his Wit, 

So Senates to his Counſels would ſubmit : 
His Voice ſo ſoft, his Eloquence ſo ſtrong, 
Like Cato*s was his Speech, like 0vid's was his Song; 


Our Briti/h Kings are rais'd above the Herſe, 
Immortal made in his immortal Verſe 
No more are Mar, and Fove Poetick Themes, 
But the Cceleſtial charles s and juſt James: 
Juno and Patlas, all the ſhining Race. 
Of Heav'nly Beauties; to the Queen give Place; 
Clear like her Brow, and graceful was his Song, 
Great like her Mind, and like her Virtue. ſtrong. 
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Parent of Gods, who do'ſt to Gods remove, 


Where art thou plac' d, and which thy Seat above? 


Waller the God of Verſe we will proelaim, 
Not Phæbus now, but Waller be his Name; 
Of joyful Bards the ſweet Seraphick Quire 

. Acknowledge thee, their Oracle and Site; 


* 


— 
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The Spheres do homage, and the Muſes fing 
Waller the God of Vetle, who was the King. 
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On the Quxx xs Picture, given in 
Exchange for another. 


F the rude Indians, artleſs and untaught, 
| So brighteſt Jewels are with Trifles bought: 
Deceiy*d Ixion's Fate revers'd is ſhow'd, 
Imperial June given for a Cloud. 


" : - 
2 ad .. 


On the QUEEN. 


HE N we refle& upon our charming Queen, 
Her Wit, her Beauty, her Imperial Mein; 
Majeſtick June in her Air we find, 

The Form of Venus with Minerva's Mind: 

Who was ſo grac'd, ſhe, ſhe was fit alone 

With Royal James to fill the Britiſo Throng... 


LOVE. 
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LOVE. 


o Love, is to be doom' d, in Life, to feel 
What after Death the Tortur'd meet in Hell. 
The Vulture dipping in Prometheus Side 

His bloody Beak, with his torn Liver dy d, 

Is Love: The Stone that labouts up the Hill, 
Mocking the Lab rer's Toil, returning ſtill, 

Is Love; Thoſe Streams where Tantalus is curſt 
To fit, and never drink, with endleſs Thirſt, 
Thoſe loaden Boughs that with their Burthen bend 
To court his Taſte, and yet eſcape his Hand, 


All this is Love, that to diſſembled Joys 
Invites vain Men, with real Gricts . 


The Progreſs of BEAUr N. 


HE God of Day, deſcending from above, 

Mixt with the Sea, and got the Queen of Love > 
=. Beauty, that fires the World, was fit ſhould riſe 
bil | From him alone, who lights the Stats and Skies. 


1 In Cyprus long, by Men and Gods obey'd, Th 


| Prov 
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S 


Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions. 17 


Promiſcuous Bleſſings to her Slaves aſſign d, 

And ſhow'd the World that Beauty ſhould be kind. 
Learn by this Pattern, all ye Fair, to charm; 
Bright be your Beams, but without ſcorching warm. 


Hellen was next, from Greece to Phrygia brought, 
With much Expence of Blood and Empire ſought . 
Beauty and Love the nobleſt Cauſe afford 
That can try Valour, or employ the Sword: 

Not Men alone, incited by her Charms, 

But Heay*ns concern' d, and all the Gods take Arms. 
The happy Trojan, gloriouſly poſſeſt, 

Enjoys, and lets deſpairing Fools conteſt: 
Secure, ſaid he, of that fox which they fight, . 
4 Theirs be the Toil, and mine be the Delight; 
„Tour dull Reflections, Moraliſts, forbear, 

« His Title's beſt, who beſt can pleaſe the Fair. 
Ten Years, a noble Space! he kept his Hold; 0 


Nor loſt, till Beauty was decay'd and old, - 
And Love by long Poſſeſſion palFd and cold. 


And now the Gods, in pity to-the Cares, 
The fietce Defires, Diviſions, and Deſpaire 
Of tortur d Men, while Beauty was confin'd, 
Reſoly'd to multiply the charming Kind. 
Greece was the Land where this bright Race begun, 
And ſaw a thouſand Rivals to the Sun; 


4 
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Hence follow'd Arts, each ſludying with Care, 
Some new Production to delight the Fair. 

To bright Egeria, Socrates xetir'd; - 

His Wiſdom grew; but as his Love inſpit' d? 
Thoſe Rocks and Oaks that ſuch Emotions felt, 
Were crue| Maids, whom Orpheus taught to melt: 
Muſick and Songs, and ev'ry way to move | 
The raviſht Heart, were Seeds and Plants of Love. 


The Gods, entic'd by ſo divine a Birth, 

Deſcend from Heay*n, to this New-Heay*n on 
Earth, 

Thy wit, O Mercurys no Defence trom Love, 
Nor, Mars, thy Target, nor thy Thunder, Fove, 
The mad Immortals, in a thouſand Shapes 
Range the wide Globe; ſome yield, ſome ſuffer \; 
Invaded, or deceiv*d, not one eſcapes: [Rapes; 
The Wife, tho a bright Goddeſs, thus gives place 
To mortal Concubines of freſh Embrace: 
By ſuch Examples, were we taught to ſee 
The Life and Soul of Love is ſweet Variety. 


In thoſe firſt! Times, e ex charming Womankind 
Reform'd their Pleaſures, poliſhing the Mind, 
Rude were their Revels, and obſcene their Joys, 
The Broils of Drunkarda, and the Luft of Boys: 
Phezbus laments for Hyacinthus dead; 
And Juno jealous, ſtorms at Ganymed, 3 
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Return, my Muſe, and cloſe that odious Scene, 
Nor ſtain thy Verfe-with Images unclean : 
Of Beauty ſing, her ſhining Progreſs-view, _ 
From Clime to Clime the dazling Light putſue, 
Tell how the. Goddeſs ſpread, and how in E 

pire grew. 

Let others govern or defend the State, 
Plead at the Bar, or manage à Debate; 
In lofty Arts and Sciences excell, 
Or in proud Domes employ their boaſted Sill, 
To Marble and to Braſs ſuch Features give, 
The Metal and the Stone may ſeem to live; 
Deſcribe the- Stars, and Planetary Way, 
And trace the Footſteps of Eternal Day : 
Be this, my Muſe, thy Pleaſure and thy Care, 
A Slave te Beauty, to record the Fair; 
Still wand'ring in Love's ſweet delicious Maze, 
To ſing the Triumphs of a heay*nly Face, 
Of lovely Dames, who with a Smile or Frown 
Subdue the Proud, the ſuppliant Lover crown; 
From Venus down to Mira bring thy Song, 


To thee alone fuch tender Tasks belong. 


From Greect to Africk, Beauty takes her Flight. 
And ripens with her near Approach to Light : 
Frown not, ye Fair, to hear of ſwarthy Dames . 


With radiant Eyes, that take unerxing Aims 
Beauty 
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Beauty by no Complexion is defin'd, 

Is of all Colours, and to none confin'd.. 
Jewels that thine, in Gold or Silver ſet, 

As ſparkling and as precious are in Jet. 

Here Cleopatra, with a liberal Heart, 

Bounteous of Love, improv'd the Joy with Art; 
The firſt, who gave recruited Slaves to know ' 
That the rich Pearl was of more Uſe than Show 
Who with high Meats, or a luxurious Draught, 

_ Kept Love for ever flowing and full fraught. . 
Julius and Anthony, thoſe Lords of All, 

Low at her Feet preſent the conquer'd Ball. 
Thoſe dreadful Eagles that had fac'd the Sun 
From Pole to Pole, at length fall dazled down. 
Her dying Truth ſome generous Tears would coſt, 
But that her Fate inſpir'd the World well loft, x 
With ſecret. Pride the raviſh'd Muſes view 

The Image of that Death, which Dryden drew, 


Pleas'd in ſuch happy Climates, warm and bright. 
Love for ſome Ages revel'd with Delight: 
The Martial Moors, in Gallantry refin'd, _ 
Invent new Arts to make their Charters kind; 


—_ 
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* All for Love, or the World well loſt, writ- 
rep by Mr, Dryden. 
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zee! in the Liſts; by golden Barriers bound, 

In warlike Ranks they wait the Trumpet's Sound, 
Some Love-Device is wrought on ev'ry Sword, 
And ev'ry Ribban bears ſome Myſtick Word: 
As when we ſee the winged Winds engage, 
Mounted on Courſers foaming Flame and Rage, 
Ruſtling from ev*ry Quarter of the Sky, 

Notth, Eaſt, and Weſt, in airy Swiftneſs vy, 
One Cloud repuls'd, new Combatants prepare 
To meet as fierce, and form a thundring War: 
So when the Trumpet ſouuding gives the Sign, 
The juſtling Chiefs in rude Rencounter join; 

So meet, and ſo renew the dextrous Fight, 

Each fair Beholder trembling for her Knight; 
Their clattering Arms with the fierce ſhock re- 
ſound, | 646 | | 
Helmets and broken Lances ſpread the Ground. 

Still as one falls, another ruſhes in, 

And all muſt be o'ercome, or none can win 

The Victor, from the glittering Dame, whoſe Eyes. 

Aided his conqu' ring Arm, receives a precious 
Prize. 


Thus flouriſb'd Love; and Beauty reign' d in State, 
LTill the proud Spaniard gave theſe Glories Date 3 . 
= Paſt is the Gallantry, the Fame remains, 
Tranſmitted ſafe in Dryder's lofty Scenes; 


Granada 
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Granada loſt, beheld her Pomps reſtor d, * 
And Almahide again by Kings ador'd. f 


Love driven thence, to colder Britain flies, 
And with bright Eyes the. diſtant Sun ſupplies 
Romances, that relate the dreadful Fights, 

The Loves and Proweſs of adventrous Knights, 
To animate their Rage, a Kiſs, record 

From Britain's faireſt Nymph, was the Reward. 
Thus ancient to Love's Empire was the Claim 
Of Rritiſh Reanty, and ſo wide the Fame, 
Which like our Flag upon the Seas gives Law; 


By Right avow'd, and keeps the World in awe. - 


Our gallant Kings, of whom long Annals prove 
The mighty Deeds, ſtand as renown'd for Love; 
A Monatch's Right o'er Beauty they may claim, 
Lords of that Ocean from whence Beauty came. 
Thy Reſamond, Great Henry, on the Stage 
By a late Muſe preſented in our Age, 

With aking Hearts and flowing Eyes we view, 
While that diſſembled Death preſents the true: 
In Bracegirdle the Perſons ſo agree, 

That all ſeems teal the Spectators ſee. 


— ——— 


— 


* The Conqueſt of Granada, written by Mr. 
Dryden. 


| The Part of Almahide afed by Nell nn. 
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Of Scots, and Gauls defeated, and theit Kings 
Thy Captives, Edward, Fame for ever ſings; 
Like thy high Deeds thy noble Loves are prais d, 
Who haſt to Love the nobleſt Trophy rais'd : 
Thy Statues, Venus, tho* by Phidia's Hand 
Deſign'd immortal, yet no longer ſtand 
The Magick of thy ſhining Zone is paſt, 

But Salisb#ry's Garter ſhall for ever laſt, 
Which thro* the World by living Monarchs worn» 
Adds Grace to Sceptres, and does Crowns adorn” 


I ſuch their Fame, who gave theſe Rites divine 
To ſacred Love, O what Diſhonour's thine, 


Forgetful Queen, who ſever'd that bright Head 
Which charm'd two mighty Monarchs to herBed ! 


Hadſt thou been born a Man, thou hadſt not err'd» 
Thy Fame had liv'd, and Beauty been prefer'd. 
But ah! what mighty Magick can aſſwage 

A Woman's Envy, and a Bigot's Rage! 


Love tir'd at length, Love that delights to ſmile, 
Flying from Scenes of Horror, quits our Iſle ; 
With Charles the Cupids and the Graces gone, 

In Exile live; for Love and he were One. 
With Charles he wanders, and for Charles he 
mourns z 


But oh how fierce the Joy when Charles returns: 


Ar 
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As eager Flames, with Oppoſition pent, 

Break our impetuous when they find a Vent; 
As a fierce Torrent hinder'd in his Race, 
Forcing his Way, rowls with redoubled Pace; 
From the loud Palace to the ſilent Grove, 

All by the King's Example live, and love: 

The Muſes with Diyiner. Voices ſing, 

And all rejoice to pleaſe the Godlike King. 
Then Waller in immortal Verſe proclaims 

The ſhining Court, and all the glitt'ring Dames. 
Thy Beauty, “ Sidney, like Achilles Sword, 
Reſiſtleſs ſtands, upon as ſure Record; | 
The foremoſt Hero, and the brighteſt Dame, 
Both ſung alike, ſhall have their Fate the ſame. 


And now, my Muſe, a nobler Song prepare, 
And ing it loud, that Heav'n and Earth may hear. 
Behold from Jraly a wand'ring Ray 
Of moving Light illuminates the Day, 
Northward ſhe bends, majeſtically bright, 

And here ſhe fixes her Imperial Light, 

Be bold, be bold, my Muſe, nor fear to raiſe 
Thy Voice to her, who was thy earlieſt Praiſe; 
What, tho' the ſullen Fates refuſe to ſhine, 
Or frown ſevere, on thy audacious Line; 


* 


* The Lady Dorothy Sidney, celebrated under the 
Nane of Sachaiilla, 
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Keep thy bright Theme within thy ſteady Sight, 
The Clouds ſhall fly before the dazling Light, 
And everlafiing Day direct thy lofty Flight: 
Thou who haſt never yet put on Diſguiſe 

To flatter Folly, or deſcend to Vice, 


Let no vain Fear thy gen'rous Ardour tame, 
But ſtand ere&, and ſound as loud as Fame, 


As when our Eye ſome Proſpect would purſue, 
Deſcending from a Hill, looks round to view, 
Paſles o'er Lawns and Meadows, *till it gains 
Some beauteous Spot, and fixing there, remains: 
With cqual Rapture my tranſported Muſe 
Flies other Objects this bright Theme to chuſe. 
Queen of our Hearts, and Charmer of our Sight, 
A Monarch's Pride, his Glory, and Delight, 
Princeſs ador'd and loy'd, if Verſe can give 
A deathleſs Name, thine ſhall for ever live, 
Invok d where-c'er the Briti/h Lion roars, 
Extended as the Scas that gird the Briiſb Shoars, 
The wiſe Immortals in their Seats above, 

To crown their Labours, ſtill appointed Love; 

Phebus enjoy d the Goddeſs of the Sea, 

Alcides had Omphale, Fames has Thee. 

© happy James! Contevt thy mighty Mind, | 

Grudge not the World, for ſtill thy Queen is kind; 

To lye but at whoſe Feet more Glory brings, 

Than tis to tread en Scepters and on Kings: 
Securt 
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Secure of Empire in that beauteous Breaſt, 

W ho wou'd not give their Crowns to be ſo bleſt? 
Was Hellen half ſo fair, ſo form'd for Joy, 

well choſe the Trojan, and well burnt was Troy. 
But ah! what ſtrange Viciſſitudes of Fate, 

What Chance-attends on ey*ry worldly state! 
As when the Skies were ſackt, the conquer d Gods, 


Compell'd from Heav'n, forſook their bleſt A- 


bodes, . 
Wand'ring in Woods they fled from Den to Den, 
Or leading Flocks, turn'd Hirelings to Men: 
Or, as the ſtately Pine erecting high 
Her beauteous Branches, ſhooting to the Sky, 
If ſtrucken by the Thunderbolt of Fove, 
Down falls at once the Pride of all the Grove, 
Level with loweſt Earth lyes the tall Head, 
That rear'd aloft, as to the Clouds was ſpread; 
So 


— 


'But ceaſe, my Muſe, thy Colours are too faint, 


Hide with a Veil thoſe Griefs that none can paint: 
This Sun is ſet ---- Bur ſee in bright Array 

What Hoſts of Heav'nly Light recruit the Day! 
Love in a ſhining Galaxy appears 

Triumphant ſtill, and Grafton leads the Stars: 
Ten thouſand Loves ten thouſand ſey*ral Ways 
Invade the Lookers on, who die to gaze, 
Knowing our Dooms, as to the Syren's voice, 
So ſweer's th* Enchantmeut that our Fate's out 
Choice, Who 


\ 
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Who moſt reſembles her, let next be nam' d, 
Villiers fox Wiſdom as for Beauty fam'd: 

Of a high Race that conqu'ring Beauty brings 
To charm the World, and Subjects make of Kings, 
With what Delight my Muſe to Sandwich flies, 
Whoſe Wit is piercing as her ſparkling Eyes; 
Ah! how ſhe mounts, and ſpreads her atry Wings, 
And tunes her Voice, when the of Ormond ſings, 
Of radiant Ormond, only fit to be 

The Succeſſor of beauteous Ofſory. 

Nichmond's a Title that but nam'd implies 
Majeſtick Graces and victorious Eyes; 

Holmes and St. Albans rich in Charms appear; 
Hyde Venus is, the Graces are Mlidare: 

By Eſſex, and fair Rutenberg, we find 

That Beauty to no Climate is confin'd, 

Nupert, of Royal Blood, with modeſt Grace 
Bluſhes to hear the Triumphs of her Face, 
Careleſs, but yer ſecure of Conqueſt ſtill, 

Lu ſon unaiming, never fails to kill, * 

Guiltleſs of Pride, to captivate, or ſhine, 

Bright without Art, ſhe wounds without Deſigu. 
But Wyndham like a Tyrant throws the Dart, 
And takes a cruel Pleaſure in tie Smart; 

Proud of the Ravage that her Beauties make, 
Delights in Wounds, and kills ſor killing-ſake; 


—_ 


* My Lady Gower, PF 
erting 


. = 
— 
by - > 


26 Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions, 


Aſſerting the Dominion of her Eyes, 

As Heroes fight, for Glory, not for Prize. 

The skilful Muſe's earlieſt Care has been 

The Praiſe of never-fading Mazarin; 

The Poet, and his Theme, in ſpight of Time, * 
For ever young, enjoy an endleſs Prime. 

With Charms ſo numerous Mira can ſurpriſe, 
The Lover knows not by which Dart he dies; 
So thick the Volly, and the Wound ſo ſure, 

No Flight can ſave, no Remedy can cute. 

Yet dawning in her Infancy of Light, 

O ſee another Brudene! heav'nly bright, 

Born to fulfill the Glories of her Line, 

And fix Love's Empire in that Race divine. 
Fain wou'd my Muſe to Srowe! bend her Sight, ) 
But turns aftoniſh'd from the dazling Light, C 
Nor dares attempt to climb the ſteepy Flight. 


O Kyeller ! like thy Pictures were my Song, 
Clear like thy Paint, and like thy Pencil ſtrong, 
Theſe matchleſs Beauties ſhould recorded be 
Immortal in my Verſe, as in thy Gallery. 


«a 
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* Ft. Evremond, who has celebrated Madam Ma- 
zarin under the Name of Hortenſe. 

f The Gallery of Beauties at Hampton- Con xt, 
«rewn by Sir Godfrey] Kneller. 
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On my Lady H yD r, having the 
Small-Pox. 


CARCE cou'd the general Joy for Mob 
appear, 
But new Attem! ts ſhow other Dangers near: 
Beauty's attack'd in her imperial Fort, 
Where all her Loves and Graces keep their Court, 
In her chief Relidence boheg'd at laſt, 
Laments to ſee her faireſt Fields laid waſte, 
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On things immortal all Attempts are vain, 4 
Tyrant Diſeaſe, 'tis loſs of Time and Pain; 
Glut thy wild Rage, and load thee with rich Prize, 


A 


Torn from her Checks, her fragrant Lips and | 
Eyes, | 
As much Vermillion, as much Luſtre take, 


| As might a Hellen or a Venus make; 
Like Thetis, ſhe ſhall fruſtrate thy vain Rape, 
And in variety of Charms eſcape. 
The twinkling Stars drop numberleſs cach Night, 
5 Yet ſhines the radiant Firmament as bright; 
So, from the Ocean ſhould we Rivers drain, 
Still wou'd enough to drown the World kemain. 
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To MYRA. 


Shunning the Sex that kills at Sight, 
1 ſought: my Safety in my Flight. 


But ah! in vain from Fate we fly! 
For, fixſt or laſt, as all muſt die, 
So 'tis as much decreed above, 
That, firſt or laſt, we all muſt love. 


Is into Flame, like Powder, blown. 


K 
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My Heart, that ſtood ſo long the Shock 
Of Winds and Waves, like ſome firm Rock, 
By one bright Spark from Myra thrown, 


T Arn'd and made wiſe by others Flame, 
I fled from whence ſuch Miſchiefs came, 


— — „„ 


Ooliſh Love, begone, ſaid I, 
Vain are thy Attempts on me, 
Thy ſoft Allurements I defie; 
Women, thoſe fair Diſſemblers, fly; 
My Heart is not made for thee. 


2 MVR A. SONG. 


Love 


| 


Ove 
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Love heard, and ftrait prepar'd a Dart ; 
Myra, revenge my Caufe, ſaid he. 

Too ſure twas ſhot; 1 feel the Smart, 

It trends my Brain, and tears my Heart: 
O Love! my Conqueror, pity me. 


at. 


8 


To MyRa. The Surrender. 


OW fly, Diſcretion, to my Aid, 
See hanghty Myra, fair and bright, 
In all the Pomp of Love array'd ; 
Ah how I tremble at her Sight ! 
She comes! She comes! Before her all 
Mankind does proſtrate fall, 
Love, a Deſtroyer fierce and young, 
Adventrous, terrible, and ftrong, 
Cruel and raſh, delighting ſtill ro vex, 
Sparing nor Age nor Sex, 
Commands in chief: Well fortify d he lies, 
And from her Lips, her Cheeks, her Eyes, 
All Oppoſition he defies. 
Reaſon, Love's old inveterate Foe, 
Scarce ever reconcil'd *till now, 
Reaſon aſſiſts her too. 
A wiſe Commander he, for Council fit, 
But nice and coy, nor has been ſeen to fit 
C 3 In 
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In modern Synods, nor appear'd of late 
In Courts, or Camps, or in Affairs of State; 
Reaſon proclaims em all his Foes, 
Who ſuch reſiſtleſs Charms oppoſe, 
My very Boſom Friends make War 
Within my Breaſt, and in ber Int'reſts are; 
Tſteem and Judgment with ſtrong Fancy join, 
To call the fair Invader in; 
My darling Favourite, Inclination too, 


All, all conſpiring with the Foe! ) 
Ah! whither ſhall I fly to hide 
My Weakneſs from the Conqueror's Pride? . 


Now, now, Diſcretion be my Guide! 
But fee, this mighty Archimedes too 
Surrenders now; 1 get 
Preſuming longer to reſiſt, 
His very Name 
Diſcretion muſt diſclaim, 
Folly and Madneſs only wou'd pexſiſt. 


To 
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2 MV RA. SONG. 


*LL tell her the next time, ſaid I: 
In vain! in vain! for when I try 
Vpon my timorous Tongue the trembling Ac- 
cents die. 
Alas! a thouſand thouſand Fears 
Still over-awe when ſhe appears, ſin Tears. 
My Breath is ſpent in Sighs, my Eyes are drown'd 


* 


To MY RA. Loving at firſt Sight. 


I. 
O warning of th' approaching Flame, 
Swiftly like ſudden Death ir came, 
Like Travellers by Lightning kKill'd, 
I burnt the Moment I beheld. 
II. 
In whom ſo many Charms are plac'd, 
Is with a Mind as nobly grac'd; 
The Caſe, fo ſhining to behold, 
Is fill'd with richeſt Gems and Gold. 


NE. 
To what my Eyes admir'd before, 


I add a thouſand Graces moxe ; 
C 4 Aud 
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And Fancy blows into a Flame 

The Spark, that from her Beauty came. 
IV. 

The Object thus improv'd by Thought, 

By my own Image I am caught: 

Pygmalion ſo, with fatal Art, 

Poliſh'd the Form that ſtung his Heart. 


, 


To MY RA. 


I. 
HEN wilt thou break, my ſtubborn 
Heart? 
O Death, how flow to take my part! 
Whatever I purſue, denies, 
Death, Death it ſelf, like Myra flies. 
II. 
Love and Deſpair, like Twins, poſſeſt 
At the ſame fatal Birth my Breaſt ; 
No Hope could be, her Scorn was all 
That to my deſtin'd Lot cou'd fall. 
III. 
I thought, alas! that Love cou'd dwell 
But in warm Climes, where no Snow fell; 
Like Plants, that kindly Heat require, 
To be maintain'd by conſtant Fire. 
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IV. 
That without Hope *twou'd die as ſoon, 
A little Hope But I have none: 
On Air the poor Camelions thrive, 
Deny*d even that, my Love can live. 
. 
As tougheſt Trees in Storms are bred, 
And grow in ſpight of Winds, and ſpread, 
The more the Tempeſt tears and ſhakes 
My Love, the deeper Root it takes, 
VL 
Deſpair, that Aconite does prove, 
And certain Death to other's Love, 
That Poiſon, never yet withſtood, 
Does nouriſh mine, and turns to Food. 
| | VII. 
O! for what Crime is my torn Heart 
Condemn'd to ſuffer deathleſs Smart? 
Like ſad Prometheus, thus to lye 
In endleſs Pain, and never dye. 
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In Praiſe of MY RA. 


I. 
UNE, tune thy Lyre; begin, my Muſe ; 
T Whar Nymph, what Queen, what Goddeſs 
wilt thou chuſe? 
Whoſe Praiſes ſing? what Charmer's Name 
Tranſmit immortal down to Fame? 
Strike, ſtrike thy Strings; let Eccho take the Sound, 
And bear it far, to all the Mountains round : 
Pi1dzs again ſhall hear, again rejoice, 
And Hemus too, as when th* enchanting Voice 
Of tuneful Orpheus charm'd the Grove, rye, 
Taught Oaks to dance, and made the Cedars 
II. 
Nor Venus, nor Diana, will we name, 

Myra is Venus, and Diana too; true: 
All that was feign'd, of them, apply'd to her, is 
Then ſing, my Muſe, let Myra be our Theme. 
As when the Shepherds wou'd a Garland make, 
They ſearch with Pains the fragrant Meadows 

round, i 
Plucking but here and there, and only take 
Ihe ſwecteſt Flowers, with which ſome Nymph 
is crown'd : 
In framing Myra fo divinely fair, 
Nature has taken the ſame Care, 


All 
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All that is lovely, noble good, we ee, 

All, beauteous Myra, all bound up in thee. 
III. 

Where Aſyra is, there is the Queen of Love, 

Th' Arcadian Paſtures, and the Cyprian Grove: 

When Myra walks, ſo charming is her Meen, 

In ev'ry Motion ev'ry Grace is ſeen: 


When Myra ſpeaks, fo juſt's the Senſe and ſtrong, 


So ſweet the Voice, 'tis like the Muſes Song. 

Place me on Mountains of eternal Snow, 

Where all is Ice, all Winter Winds that blow, 

Or caſt me underneath the burning Line, 
Where everla'ting Sun does ſhine, 

Where all is ſcorch'd --- Whatever you decree, 
Ye Gods ! where ever I ſhall be, 

Myra ſhall till be lov'd, and till ador'd by me. 


— —„- 


Y Lady Hy p R, Sitting for her 
Picture. 


7 HILE Kneller with inimitable Art 
Attempts that F.ce, whole Print's on e- 

v'ry Heart, 

The Poet with a Pencil leſs contia'd 

Shall draw her Virtues, and deſcribe her Mind, 
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Unlock the Shrine, and to the Sight unfold 
The ſecret Gems, and all the inward Gold. 
Two only Patterns do the Muſes name 

Of perfect Beauty, but of guilty Fame; 

A Venus and a Hellen have been ſeen, 

Both perjur'd Wives, the Goddeſs and the Queen. 


In this, the Third, are reconcil'd at laſt 


Thoſe jarting Attributes of Fair and Chaſt. 
This dazling Beauty is a lovely Caſe 

Of ſhining Viztue, ſpotleſs as her Face, 
With Graces that attract, but not enſnare, 
Divinely good, as ſhe's divinely fair: 

With Beauty nor affected, vain, nor proud, 
With Greatneſs eaſie, affable, and good. 
Others, by guilty Artifice, aud Arts 

Of promis'd Kindneſs, practiſe on our Hearts, 
With ExpeQation blow the Paſſion up; 

She fans the Fire without one Gale of Hope: 
Like the chaſte Moon, ſhe ſhines to all Mankind, 
But to Endymion is her Love confin'd. 

What cruel Deſtiny on Beauty waits, 

When on one Face depend ſo many Fates! 
Oblig*d by Honour to relieve but One, 
Unhappy Men by Thouſands are undone. 


$928 


Written 


HE 


r 8 r ien * 
i - 3 F I * * %Y = l l 


Poems upon ſeveral Occafrons. 37 


ritten in a Garden in the North. 


HAT Charm is this, that in the midſt of 
Snow, 

of Storms and Blaſts, the nobleſt Fruits do grow? 

Mellons on Beds of Ice are taught ro bear, 

And Strangers to the Sun, yet ripen here: 

On frozen Ground the ſweeteſt Flowers atiſe, 

Unſeen by any Light but Flavia's Eyes: 

Where-c'er ſhe treads, beneath the Charmer's Feet 

The Roſe, the Jaſmin, and the Lillies meet : 

Where-e'er ſhe looks, behold ſome ſudden Birth 


Adorns the Trees, and fructifies the Earth: 
In midſt of Mountains and unfruitful Ground, 


As rich an Eden as the firft is found. 

In this new Paradife the reigns in State 

With Sov'reign Pride, diſdainful of a Mate, 

Like the firſt Charmer fair, but not ſo frail, 

Againſt whoſe Virtue all Temptations fail : 

Beneath thoſe Beams that ſcorch us from her Eyes, 

Her ſnowy Boſom ſtill unmelted lyes ; 

Love from her Lips ſpreads all his Odours round, 

But bears on ce. and ſprings from frozen Ground. 
So cold the Clime that can ſuch Wonders bear, 
The Garden ſeems an Emblem of the Fair, 
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70 DAPH NEE. 


„n a Greek our Praiſe divide, 

Nor can we yet who beſt deferv'd, decide: 
Behold two mightier Conquerors appear, 
Some for your Wit, ſome for your Eyes declare, 
Debates ariſe which captivates us moſt, 

And none can tell the Charm by which he's loſt, 
The Bow and Quivyet does Diana bear, 

Cybel the Lions, Pallas has the Spear, 

Pocts ſuch Emblems to their Gods aſlign, 
Hearts bleeding by the Dart, and Pen, be thine, 


— 
— — — 1 


To a very learned young Lady. 


" OVE, like a Tyrant whom no Laws con- 
train, 

Now for ſome Ages kept the World in Pain; 
Beauty by vaſt Deſtruftions got Renown, 
And Lovers only by their Rage were known ; | 
But Delia, more auſpicious to Mankind, 
Conqu' ring the Heart, as much inſtructs the Mind; 
Bleſt in the Fate of her victorious Eyes, 
Secing, we love, and hearing, we grow wiſe : 


So 
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So Rome, for Wiſdom as for Conqueſt fam'd, 
Improv'd with Arts whom ſhe by Arms had tam'd, 


Above the Clouds is plac'd this glorious Light, 
Nothing lyes hid from her enquiring Sight; 
Athens and Rome for Arts reſtor'd rejoice, 

Their Language takes new Muſick from her Voice. 
Learning and Love in the ſame Seat we find, 
So bright her Form, and ſo adorn'd's her Mind : 


Long has Minerva govern'd in the Skies, 
But now deſceads, confeſt to human Eyes: 
Behold in Delia that inſpiring- Queen 
Whom learned Athen fo adot'd unſeen. 


—_— 


THYRSIS and DELIA. 


THYRSIS. 
N Elia, how long muſt 1 deſpair, 
And tax you with Diſdain, 
Still to my tender Love ſevere, 
Untouch'd when 1 complain? 
DEL FA: 
When Men of equal Merit love us, 
And do with equal Ardour ſue, 
Thyrſis, you know but one can move us; 
Can I be yours and Strephon's too? 


My 
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My Eyes view both with mighty Pleaſure, 
Impartial to your high Deſert, 
To both a like Eſteem I meaſure, 
To one alone can give my Heatt. 
THY ASIS. 
Myſterious Guide of Inclination, 
Tell me, Tyrant, why am 1, 
With equal Merit, equal Paſſion, 
Thus the Victim choſe to die? 
Why am I 
The Victim choſe to die? 
DELIA. 
On Fate alone depends Succeſs, 
And Fancy Reaſon over rules, 
Ox, why ſhou'd Virtue ever miſs 
Reward, ſo often given to Fools? 
*Tis not the Valiant, nor the Witty, 
But who alone is born to pleaſe, 
Love does predeſtinate our Pity ; 
We chufe but whom he firſt decrees. 
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My Lady HY DE. 

HEN fam'd Apelles ſought to frame 

Some Image of th' Idalian Dame, 

To furniſh Graces for the Piece 

Ne ſummon'd all the Nymphs of Greece ; 


| 


80 
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so many Mortals were combin'd, 

To ſhow how one Immortal ſhin'd. 

Had Hyde thus ſat by Proxy too, 

As Venus then was ſaid to do, 

Venus her ſelf, and all the Train 

Of Goddeſſes, had ſummonꝰ d been; 

The Painter muſt have ſearch' d the Skies, 
To match the Luſtre of her Eyes. 


Comparing then, while thus we view 
The ancient Venus, and the new, 

In Her we many Motrtals ſee, 

As many Goddeſſes in Thee. 


mm. 


An ApoLoGyY for an unſeaſonable 
Surprize. 


Aireſt Zelinda, ceaſe to chide, or grieve, 

ö Nor bluſh at Joys that only you can give. 
Who with bold Eyes ſurvey' d thoſe matchleſs 

Charms, 

Is puniſh'd, ſeeing in another's Arms. 

With greedy Looks he views each naked Part, 

Joy feeds his Sight, but Envy tears his Heart. 

So caught was Mars, and Mercury aloud 


rroclaim'd his Grief, that he was not the God: 
S0 
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So to be caught was ev'ry God's Deſire 3 

Nor leſs than Venus can Zelinda fire, 

Forgive him then, thou more than Heavy nly Fals. 
Forgive his-Raſhneſs, puniſh'd by Deſpair, 

All that we know which wretched Mortals feel 
In thoſe ſad Regions where the Tortur'd dwell, 
Is that they ſee the Raptures of the Bleſt, 

And view the Joys that they muſt never taſte. 


—_—_ 


MYRASINGING. 


HE Fyrens, once deluded, vainly charm'd; 
Ty'd to the Maſt, Ulyſſes ſail'd unharm'd: 
Had Myra's Voice entic'd his liſt ning Ear, 
The Greek had ſtopt, and wou'd have dy'd to hear. 
When Myra ſings, we ſeek th' enchanting Sound, 
And bleſs the Notes, that-can ſo ſweetly wound : 
What Mulick needs muſt dwell upon that Tongue, 
Whoſe Speech is tuneful as another's Song ? 
Such Harmony, ſuch Wit, a Face ſo fair, 
So many pointed Arrows, who can bear? 
Who from her Wit, or from her Beauty flies, 
If with her Voice ſhe overtakes him, dies. 
Like Soldiers ſo in Battel we ſucceed, 


One Peril ſcaping, by another bleed; 
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In vain the Dart or glittering Sword we ſhun, 
Condemn'd to periſh by the flaught'ring Gun. 


M y r in her Riding Habit. 


HEN Ayra iff her Sex's Garb we ſee, 
The Queen of Beauty then ſhe ſeems to 
Now, fair Adonis, in this Male-diſguiſe, lbe; 
Or Cupid, killing with his Mother's Eyes: 
No Stile of Empire chang'd by this remove, 
Who ſeem'd the Goddeſs, ſeems the God of Love. 


SONG 0 MYRA. 


Orſaken of my kindly Stars, 
Within this melancholy Grove 
I waſte my Days and Nights in Tears, 
A Victim to ungrateful Love. 
The happy ſtill untimely end, 
Death flies from Grief, or why ſhou'd I 
So many Hours in Sorrow ſpend, 
Wiſhing, alas! in vain to die? 
Ye Pow'rs! take Pity of my Pain, 
This, only this, is my Deſire; 
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Ah! take from Myra her Diſdain, 
Or let me with this Sigh expire. 


—— 


SONG to MyR Aa, 


HY ſhou'd a Heart ſo tender break? 
O Myra ! give its Anguiſh Eaſe: 
The Uſe of Beauty you miſtake, 
Not meant to vex, but pleaſe. 
Thoſe Lips for ſmiling were deſign'd, 
That Boſom to be preſt, 
Your Eyes to languiſh and look kind, 
For am'rous Arms your Waſte: 
Each thing has its appointed Right 
Eſtabliſh'd by the Powers above; 
The Sun and Stars give Warmth and Light, 
The Fair diſtribute Love. 


To MYRA. 


Ature indulgent, provident, and kind, 
In all things that cxcell ſome Uſe deſign'd, 


The radiant Sun, of ev'ry Heav'nly Light 
The firſt, did Myra not diſpute that Right, 


Scnds 
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Sends from above ten thouſand Bleſſings down, 

Nor is he ſet ſo high for Show alone; 

His Beams reviving with auſpicious Fire, 

Freely we all enjoy what all admire. Night, 

The Moon and Stars, thoſe faithful Guides of 

Are plac'd to help, not entertain, the Sight. 

Flants, Fruits, and Flow'rs the fertile Fields 
produce, 

Not for vain Ornament, but wholeſome Uſe; 

Health they reſtore, and Nouriſhment they give, 

We ſee with Pleaſure, but we taſte to live. 

Then think not, Myra, that thy Form was meant 

More to create Deſire, than to content: 

Wou'd the juſt Gods ſo many Charms provide 

Only to gratifie a Mortal's Pride? 

Wou'd they have rais'd thee ſo above thy Sex 

Only to play the Tyrant, and to vex? 

Tis impious Pleaſure to delight in Harm, 

And Beauty ſhou'd be kind, as well as charm, 


MYRAs PARROT. 


N thoſe firſt times, when. Nymphs were rude 
| and coy, 


The Gods diſguis'd, laid Ambuthes for Joy3 


From 
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From Fove, in Feathers,” harmleſs to the Sight, 
- - Lads, without a.Bluſh, accepts Delight. - + 
Mira, as chaſte as Lada, and more fair, 
Forgive an anxious Lover's jealous Care, [ 
And O take heed, for if ſuch Tales were true, r 
The Gods may practiſe theſe Deſigns on you; 
Their Heay“ 'n and all their Brightneſs, rie 
For any Form, that may to you admit. 
See, how the wanton, Bird, at ev ry Glance, 
Spreads his. gay Plumes, and 11 an am n 
Trance; T's 
Preſt by that Hand, he * Ii at ev ry Fog ; 
preſt by that Hand, who wou'd not melt as much? 
The. Queen of Beauty ſhall forfake the Dove, 
Henceforth the Parrot be the Bird of Love. 


# 


— — — 2 — * * 


IN CE Truth and Conſtancy are vain, 
Since neither Love, nor Senſe of Pain, 


Nor Force of Reaſon, can perſuade, *. * 
Then let Example be obey'd. N 


in Courts and Cities, cou'd you ſee 
How well the wanton Fools agree, 


— 


Were 
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Were all the Curtains drawn, you'd greet 
Scarce” one, perhaps, but who is kind.} | 


Minerva, naked from above 0 
With Venus, and the Wife of Jove, 3 
Expoſing ey'ty Beauty bare, 8 1 
Deſcended to the Trajan Heir 3, 3 
Let this was ſhe whom poets name | 5 
Goddeſs of Chaſtity and Fame. 


Penelope, her Lord away, | 
Gave am'rous Audiences all Day; 
Now round the Bowl the Suitors fat, 
With Wine provoking Mirth and Wit: 
Then down they take the ſtubborn Bow; 
Theix Strength, it ſeems, ſhe needs muſt know: 
Thus twenty chearful Winters paſt, 
She's yet immortaliz d for chaſte. 


Smile Myra then, reward my Flame, 

And be as much ſecure of Fame: 

By all thoſe matchleſs Beauties fir d, 

By my own matchleſs Love inſpir'd, 

So will 1 fing, ſuch Wonders write, 

That when th' aſtoniſh'd World ſhall cite 

A Nymph of ſpotleſs Worth and Fame, 

Myra hall be th immortal Name. or s 
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ITH Hra's Charms; and my extream 
Deſpair, 


Long has my Muſe amaz'd the Reader's Ear, 


My Friends with Pity heard the mournflil Sound, 
And all enquir'd who gave the fatal Wound; 
Th aftoniſh'd World beheld an endleſs Flame, 
Neꝰ er to be quencht, and knew not whence it came: 
So ſcatter'd Fire from burning «Erna flies, . 
Yet none can tell from whence thoſe Flames ariſe. 


My timorous Tongue, ſtill trembling to confefs, 
Fearful to name, wou'd fain have had her gueſs; 
Slight Paſſions with great Eaſe we can unfold, 
Were my Love leſs, my Tongue had been more 

bold; 


Compell'd by Racks, the moſt Reſoly'd reveal > 
Thoſe Secrets,that their Prudence wou'd conceal. 
My weeping Muſe, oppreſt with hopeleſs Vows, 
Flies to her Feet, and thus for Mercy bows. 


But who can live, and endleſs Torments 5 5 


Survey your ſelf, and then forgive your Slave, 


Thigk what a Paſſion ſuch a Form muſt have; 


Who 
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Who can, unmoy'd, behold that heav'nly Face, 
Thoſe radiant Eyes, and that reſiſtleſs Grace? 
My Vows to Myra all were meant to Thee, 

The Praiſe, the Love, the matchleſs Conſtancy. 
"Twas thus of old, when all th' immortal Dames 


Were grag'd by Poets, each with {ey'ral Nan 
For Venus, Cytherea was invok'd, 


Altars for Pallas, to Athina, ſmok'd : 
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Such Names wete theirs ; and thou the moſt Divine, 
Molt loy'd of Heav'nly Beauties, Myra's thine, 
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MVR A at a Review. 


E T meaner Beauties conquer ſingly ſill, 
But haughty Myra will by thoufands kill, 1 
Thro' armed Ranks triumphantly ſhe drives, 1 
And with one Glance commands ten thouſand 
Lives: 
The trembling Heroes nor reſiſt nor fly, 


But at the Head of all their Squadrons die. 


— 
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1 | 

8 o calm and ſo ſerene but non, FORO 

What means this Change on Myra's Brow > 
Her aguiſh Love now glows and burns, 
Then chills and ſhakes, and the cold Fit returns, 
Mockt with deluding Looks and smiles, 
When on her Pity I depend, 

My aëry Hope ſhe ſoon beguiles, 
And n, to ſee my Torments never end. 
why 4 C12 

So up the 8 Hill with Pain N 
The weighty Stone is rowl'd in vain, 


Which having touch'd the Top, recoils, 
And leaves the Lab'rer to renew his Toils. 


To MYRA. 
1 Houghtful Nights, and reſtleſs Waking, 


O the Pains that we endure ! 
Broken Faith, unkind Forſaking, 


Ever doubting, never ſure, 


Hopes 
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Hopes deceiving, vain Endeavours, #4 
What a Race has Love to run! FLA - F, 
Falſe Proteſting, fleeting Favours, 3 
Ev*ry, ev'ry way, undone. | 
Still complaining, and def ending 
Both to love, yet not agree, 
Fears tormenting, Paſſion rending, 
8. O the Pangs of Jealouſic! 
From ſuch painful Ways of living. 
Ah how ſweet, cou'd Love be free! 
still preſenting, ſtill receiving, 
Fierce, immortal Ectſtaſie. 
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T7 MYRA. SONG. 


Repar'd to rail, reſoly*d to part, 
When 1 approach the perjur'd Maid, 
What is it awes my timorous Heart? 
Why is my Tongue afraid? 
With the leaſt Glance a little kind, | 
Such wond tous Pow'r have Myra's Charms, 
She calms my Doubts, enflaves my Mind, b 
And all my Rage diſarms. 
Forgetful of her broken Vows, 
When gazing on that Form divine 
Her injur'd Vaſſal trembling bows, 


Nor dates her Slave repine. 
Lopes TR" D 2 
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7 MYR A. ee fu 


Imitation of * eee of 
Theocritus. 


Mir u the ale Wick the bes, 


ſhe flies, 
Deaf to my Call, candies of my Cries. 
Are Vows ſo vain? Cou'd Oaths ſo fechle prove ? 
Ah with what Eaſe he breaks thoſe Chains of 
Love! 
Whom Love with all his Arts had wearer in vain, 
Let Charms compell, and Magick Kites regain. 
nr N Begin, begin, the myſtick Spells prepare, 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd Wanderer. 
Queen of the Night, bright Empzeſs of the Stars, 
The Friend of Love, aſſiſt a Lover's Cares: 
And thou, infernal Hecaté, be nigh, 
At whoſe Approach fierce Wolves affrighted fy, 
Dark Tombs diſcloſe their Dead, and hollow Cries 
Eccho from under Ground; Ariſe, ariſe. , 
Begin, begin, the myſtick Spells prepare, 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd Wanderer. 
As crackling in the Fire this Lawrel lyes, 
So ftruggling in Love's Flame her Lover dies: 
It burſts, and in a Blaze of Light. expires. 
So way ſhe burn, but, with more laſting Fires. 
| Begin, 
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Degin, begin, the myſtick Spells prepare, 
Bring Myra back, my perjur d Wanderer. 
As the Wax melts that to the Flame I hold, 
So may ſhe melt, but never mote grow cold; 
Pliant and warm may till her Heart remain, 
Soft for the Ptint, but ne'er turn hard again. 
Tough In will yield, and ſtubborn Marble run, 
And hardeſt Hearts by Love are melted down. 
Begin, begin, the myſtick Spells prepare, 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd Wanderer. 
As with impetuous Motion whirPd apace, 
This magick Wheel ſtill moves, yet keeps its place, 
Ever returning: So may ſhe come back, 
And neyer more th' appointed Round forſake. 
Begin, begin, the myſtick Spells prepare, 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd Wanderer. 
Diana, hail! all hail! Mot welcome Thou, 
To whom tl infernal King and Judges bow; 
O thouwhb canſ the Fow'rs of Hell petſwade, 
Now try thy Charms upon a faithleſs Maid. 
Hark the Dogs: bark! She comes, the Goddeſs - 
comes: ; 'S 
Sound, Cannd aloud, and beat our brazen Drums. 
- Begio; begin, the myſtick Spells prepare, 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd Wanderer. 
How, talmi's the Sky! how undiſturb'd the Deep b | 
Nature is huſh'd, the very Tempeſts flcep, 
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The drowzy Winds breathe gently thro! the Trees, 
And filent on the Beach repoſe the Sea: 
Love only wakes : The Storm that tears my Breaſt 
For ever rages, and diſtracts my Reſt - 
O Love! Relentleſs Love! Tyrant accurſt! 
In Defarts bred, by cruel Tygers nurſt! 

Begin, begin, the myſtick Spells prepare, 

Bring Myra back, my perjur'd Wanderer. 
This Ribban that once bound her lovely Waſte, 


O that my Arms might gird her there as faſt ! 


Smiling the gave it, and 1 priz'd it more, 

Than the rich Zone th' dalian Goddeſs wore, 
This Kibban, this lov'd Relick of the Fair, 

So kiſs'd, and ſo preſery*d ---- Thus, thus I tear, 
O Love! why doſt thou thus delight to rend 


My Soul with Pain? Ah why torment thy Friend ! 


Begin, begin, the myſtick Spells prepare, 

Bring Myra back, my perjur'd Wanderer. 
Thrice have I ſacritic'd, and proſtrate thrice 
Adot'd: Afift, ye Pow'rs, the Sacrifice, 
Who-C'er he is, whom now the Fair beguiles 
With guilty Glances, and with perjur'd Smiles, 
Malignant Vapours blaſt his impious ticad, 
Ye Lightnings ſcorch him, Frauen ſtrike him 

dead, 

Horror of dean all his slumbers W 
DiſtraR his Reſt, as Love keeps me awake; 
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If marty'd, may his Wife a Hellen be, 

And curſt and ſcorn'd, like Menelaiss he. 
Begin, begin, the myſtick Spells prepare, 
Bring Mira back, my perjur d Wanderer. 

Theſe pow'rful, Drops thrice on the Threhold 

pour, 

And bathe with this enchanted Juice her Door, 

That Door where no Admittance now is found, 

But where my. Soul is eyer hoy'ring round. 

Haſte, and obey ;, And binding. be the Spell. 

Here ends my Charm : O Love ſucceed it well: 

By force of Magick ſtop the flying Fair, 

Bring Myra ee perjurd Wanderer. 


Thou' rt now alone; and painful is Reſtraint: 
Eaſa thy preſt Heart, and give thy Sorrows Vent, 
Whence ſprang, and how began theſe Griefs, de- 

clare, 55 
How much thy Love, how cruel thy Deſpair. 

Ye Moon and Stars, by whoſe auſpicious Light 

I haunt theſe Groves, and waſte the tedious Night, 
Tell, for you know the Burthen of my Heart, 
Its killing Anguiſh, and its ſecret Smart. 

Too late for Hope, for my Repoſe too ſoon, 

I ſaw, and loy'd : Her Heart engag'd, was gone: 

A happier Man poſſeſs d whom I adote 

O I ſhoy S er have ſeen, or r ſeen before. 


'D 4 Tell, 
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Tell, for you know the Bitrthen of my Heat, 
Its killing Anguith, and its ferret Smart. 

What mall 1 do? all 1 in Silence beat, 

Deſtroy my felf, or kill the Raviher? 

Die, wretched Lover, die: Bur ah bewafe, 

Hurt not the Man who is beloy'd by her. 

Wait for a better Hour, and truſt thy Fate: 
Thou ſeek'ſt her Love, beget not then her Hate. 
Tell, for you know the Burthen of my Heart, 
Its killing Anguiſh, and its ſecret Sat. 

My Life conſuming with Eternal Grief, 

From Herbs and Spells I ſeek a vain Relief; 

To ev'ry wiſe Magician 1 repair; 

In vain! for ſtill I love, and 1 deſpair. 

Circe, Medea, and the Siby! Books, 

Contain not half th' Enchantment of her Looks, 
Tell, for you know the Burthen of my Heart, 
Its killing Anguiſh, and its ſecret Smart. 

As melted Gold preſeryes its Weight the ſame, 

So burnt my Love, nor wafted in the Flame. 

And now unable to ſupport the Strife, 

A glimmering Hope recalls departing Life; 

My Rival dying, I no longer grieve, 

Since I may ask, and the with Honour give. | 
Tell; for you know the Burthen of my Heart, 
Its killing Anguiſh, and its ſecret. Smart. 

Witneſs ye Hours, with what unweary'd' Care, 

From Place to Place I till purſu' d the Fair. 

Not 
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Nor was Occdfion to reveal my. Flame. 

Slow to my Suecour, for it ſwiftly came: 

It came, it camie, that moment of Delight, 

O Gods! And how I trembled at her Sight? 
Tell, for you know the Burthen of my Heart, 
Its killing Ardguiſh, and its ſecret Smart; 

Diſmay'd and motionleſs, confus d, amaz d, 

Trembling 1 ſtood, and terrify d I gaz d; 

My falt'ring Tongue in vain for Urr'tance try'd, 

Faint was my Voice, my Thoughts abortive dy'd, 

Or in weak Sounds and broken Accents came 

Imperfect, as Diſcontfes in a Dream. | 
Tell, for you know the Butthen of my Heut, 
Its killing Anguith, and its ſeeret Smart. 

Soon ſhe divin' d what this Confuſion meant, 

And gueſs' d with Eaſe the Cauſe of my Complaint : 
My Tongue emboldning as her Looks wete mild, 

At length 1 told my Griefs And ſtill he ſimil* 4 

O Siren, Siren, fait Deluder, ſay 

Why would you tempt: to truſt, and then betray 

So faithleſs now, why gave you Hopes before? 

Alas! you ſhou' d have been lefs kind or more. 
Tell, for you know the Burthen of my Heart, 

Its killing Anguiſh, and its ſerret Smart. 

Secure of Iunocenee, 1 ſeek to know [grow ; 

From Whenee this Ghitige, and my Misfortunes . 

Rumour is loud, and every Voice proclaims 

= 1 Faith, and conſcious Flames. 
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Can this be true? Ah flattering Miſchief, ſpeak, 


Can you make Vows, and in a Moment break? 

And can the Space ſo very narrow be 

Betwixt a Woman's Oath, and Perjury ?: 

O Fealouſic! All other Ills at firſt 

My Love eſſay d, but thou art ſure the worſt! 
Tell, for you know the Burthen of my Heart, 
Its kilting Anguiſh, and its ſecret Smart. 

Ungrateful Myra urge me thus no more, 

Nor think me tame, that once ſo long 1 bore:. 

Tho' now by Philters I'd avert thy Change, 

The Philters failing, Poiſon. ſhall revenge: 

Already ſtands prepar'd the deadly Draught, 


Of an Afhrian- was the Secret bought: 


Fot whom that Draught ? Ah feeble Rage and vaia !' 


With how ſecure-a Brow ſhe mocks my Pain? 


Thy Heart, fond Lover, does thy Threats belie, 
Canſt thou hurt her, for whom:thou yet wou' dſt die? 
Nor durſt ſhe thus thy juſt Reſentment brave, 
Bot that ſhe knows how much thy Soul's her Slave. 
But ſee! Aurora rifing with the Sun i 
Diflolves my Charm, and - frees. th* enchanted. 
My Spells. no longer bind at Sight of Day, 

And young Endymion. calls his Love away. 
Love's the Reward of all, on Earth, in Heav'n, 
And fox a Plague, to me alone was giv'n. 


rin 
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Evils we cannot ſhun we muſt endure, 

Death and a broken Heart's a ready Cure. 
Cynthia farewell, go reſt thy weary Light, 

I muſt for eyer wake --- We'll meet again at Night. 


7 Myra. The Viſiom. 


N lonely Walks, diſtracted by Deſpair, 

Shunning Mankind, and torn with killing Care, 
My Eyes o'erflowing, and my frantick Mind 
Rackt with wild Thoughts, ſwelling with Sighs- 

the Wind, — 

Thro' Paths untrodden, Day and Night 1 rove, - 
Mourning the Fate of my ſucceſsleſs Loye. 
Who moſt deſire to live, untimely fall; 
But when we beg to die, Death flies our Call; 
Adanis dies, and torn is the lov'd Breaff 
Ia midſt of Joy, where Venus wont to reſt: 
The Fate, that cruel ſeem'd to him, would be 
Pity, Relief, and Happineſs to me. | 
When will my Sorrows end? In vain, in vain 
L call to Heav'n, and tell tne Gods my Pain; 
The Gods averſe, like Myra, o my Pray'r, 
Conſent to doom, whom ſhe denies to ſpare: 
Why do 1 ſeek for foreign Aids, when 1 
Rear ready by my Side the Pow's to die? 
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65 Poems npon ſeveral Octaftony.” 
Be keen, my Sword, and ſerve thy Maſter well, 
Heal Wounds with Wounds, and Love with Death 
Strait up 1 roſe; and to my aking Breaft, Crepel. 
My Boſom bare, the pointed Blade I preft, 
When lo! aſtoniſt'd ! an unuſual Light 

Pierc'd the thick Shade, and all around grew bright, 
My dazled Eyes a radiant Form behold, 

splendid with Light, like Beams of burning Gold, 
Eternal Rays his ſhining Temples grace, * 
Eternal Youth ſat blooming on his Face; 
Trembling 1 liſten, proſtrate on the Ground, 

His Breath perfumes the Grove, and Muſick's in 


"the Sound. „ 


Ceaſe Lover, ceaſe thy tender Heart to vex 
In fruitleſs Plaints of an ungrateful Sex; 
In Fate's eternal Volumes it is writ, 
That Women ever ſhall be Foes to Wit: 
With proper Arts their ſickly Minds command, 
And pleaſe em with the things they anderſtand, 
With noiſie Fopperies their Hearts aſſail, 
Renounce all Senſe ; how ſhon'd thy Songs pre- 

vail, | oy 8 

When 1, the God of Wit, ſo oft cou'd fail? 
Remember me; and in my Story find 
How vainly Merit pleads to Womankind. 


— * 


* 


2 * Apollo. 
I by 


1 by whom all things ſhine, who tune the Sphenrs, 
Create the Day, and gild the Night with Stars, 
Whoſe Youth and Beauty ftotn all Ages paſt 
Sprang with the World, a the World mall 
laſt : | 
How oft with guntleſt Tears have 1 implor'd 
Ungrateful Nymphe? And, tho? a God, ador' > | 
When cou d my Wit, my Beauty, ot my Youth, 
Move one hard Heart? or mov d, fecure its Truth? 
Here a proud Nymph with painful Steps 1 chaſe, 
The Winds out-flying in out nimble Race; 
Stay Daphnd, ftay-— In vain; in vain I tx 
To ſtop her Speed, redoubliag at my Cry; 
O'er craggy Rocks and rugged Hills the climbs, 
And tears on pointed Flints her tender Limbs ;- 
But caught at length, juſt as my Atms 1 fold, 
Tutn'd ro a Tree, ſhe yet eſcapes my Hold, 
In my next Love 4 different Fate I find, 
Ah! which is worfen the Falſe, or the i 
Forgetring Dapind, 1 Corgnis choſe, | 
A kinder Nymph - too Rind — 
The Joys 1 give but more enffame her Breaſb, 
She keeps a privare Dradge'to quench the reſt; 
How, and with whom, the very Birds proclaim | | 
Her black Follutionz and reveal my Shame. 


— * YI 


3 : p N 1 5 * 
* 4 - : 
— — ES 
* 


* Diſcover*d by a www. 
: = 144 33. =. - 


62 Poems upon ſeveral Occaſiomr. 
Hard Lot of Beauty! fatally beſtow'd,. 

Or given to the Falſe, or to the Proud; 
By ſev*ral Ways they bring us equal Pain, 
The Falſe betray us, and the Proud diſdain. 
Scorn'd! and abus'd! from mortal Loves 1 fly, 
To ſeek more Truth in my own Native Sky; 
Venus, the faireſt of immortal Loves, 
Bright as my Beams, and gentle as her Doves, 


With glowing Eyes. confeſſing hot Deſires, 
She ſummons Heav'n and Earth to quench her Fires, 


Me ſhe excludes: And I in vain adore 
Who neither God nor Man refus d before : 


Vulcan, the very Monſter of the Skies 


Vulean ſhe takes, the God of Wit denies. 
Then ceaſe to murmur at thy Agre's Pride, 
Whimſie, not Reaſon, is the Female Guide: 
The Fate, of which their Maſtet does complain, 


Is of bad Omen to th' inſpired Train. mourns, 


What Vows have fail'd ! Hark how Cutullus 
How Ovid weeps, and ſlighted Gallus burns. 
In melting Strains ſee gentle Waller bleed, 


Unmoy'd ſhe hears, what none unmov'd can read. 


And thou, who oft with ſuch ambitious Choice 
Haſt rais d to Myra thy aſpiring Voice, N 
What Profit thy neglected Zeal repays? ; 

Ah what Return? Ungrateful to thy Praiſe! 
Change, change thy stile, with mortal Rage return 
Vajuſt Diſdain, and Pride oppoſe to Scorn; 


Search 


” ee es to 
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Search all the Secrets of the Fair and Young, 
And then proclaim,” ſoon ſhall they bribe. thy 
Tongue: _ = LIK | | 

The tharp Detractor with Succeſs aſſails, 
Suze to be gentle to the Man that rails: 
Women, like Cowards, tame to the Severe, 
Are only Fierce, when- they diſcover Fear. 


Thus ſpake the God: ROM a. mounts in Air, 
In juſt Reſentment of his paſt Deſpair. 
Provok'd to Vengeance, to my Aid 1 call 
The Furies round, and dip my Pens in Gall; 
Not one ſhall *ſcape of all the coz'ning Sex, 
Vex'd ſhall they be, who ſo delight to vex. 
In vaia I try, in vain to Vengeance move 
My gentle Muſe, ſo us d to tender Love; 
Such Magick rules my Heart, whate er I write 
Turns all to ſoft Complaint, and am' rous Flight. 
Begone, fond Thoughts, begone; be bold, ſaid I, 
Satyr's thy Theme In vain again I try. 
So charming Myra to each Senſe appears, 
My Soul adores, my Rage diſſolves in Tears. 


So. the gaul'd Lion ſmarting with his Wound, 


Threatens his Foes, and makes the Foreſt ſound; 
With his ſtrong Teeth he bites the bloody Dart, 
And tears his Side with more provoking Smart, 
*Till having ſpent his Voice in fruitleſs Cries, 
He ATI down, breaks his proud Heart, and dies. 
SONG 
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Hr end my Chains, and Threldom ets, 
If fot in Joy, P11 live in Peace. © 
Since for the Meaſures of an Hour 

We muſt endute an Age of Pain, 
I'll be this abje& Thing no more, 

Love give We back a Fart n, 


Deſpair 80 firſt my Bread, | 
Now Falſhood, « more eruel Gueſt. - 

O, fot the Peace of Human-kind,. 

Make Women longer true, or ſooner kind; 
With Juſtice or with Metcy reign, | 
O a or W un my "Heart gti, 


£ T3: | 


1:48 


\ Nongh endughds may Soul, of worldiy GY 
Of atry Pomps; and fleeting Joys; 
What does this buſie World provide at beſt, 

But brittle Goods that break like Glaſs, 1 
But poiſonꝰ d Sweets, a troubled Feaſt, Cpaſs? 
And Nleaſures like the Winds that in a Moment 
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Thy Thoughts to nobler Meditations give, 
And ftudy how to die, not how to live. 
ea a 

How frail is Zeauty! Ah how vain 
And how ſhort-liv'd thoſe Glories are, 

That vex our Days and Nights with Pain, 

And break our Hearts with Care 

In Duſt we no Diſtin&ion ſee, 

Such Hellen is, ſuch Myra thou muſt be. 

UI. 
How mort is Life! Why will vain Courtiers toil 
And crowd a vainer Monazch for 4 smile? 
What is that Monarch but a Mortal Man, 
His Crown a Pageant, and his Life a Span? 
With all his Guards, and his Dominions, he 
| Muſt ſicken too, and die, as well as we. 
F I. 

Thoſe boaſted Names of Conquerors and Wop 
Are ſwallow' d, and become forgotten things: 
One deſtin d Period Men in common have, 
The Great, the Vile, the Coward, and the Brave, 
AreFood alike for Worms, Companions in the 

Grave. 
The Prince and Paraſite together 1ye, 
| No Fortune can exalt, but Death vill climb as high. 
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Sent the Author into the Country. 
My ritten by a Lady. 


HY, Granville, is thy Life confin d 
To Shades? Thou, whom the Gods 
deſign'd 
In Publick, to do Credit to Mankind! 
Why ſleeps the noble Ardor of thy Blood, 
Which from thy Anceſtors ſo many Ages paſt, 
From Retle down to Bevit flow'd, 
And then appeat'd again at laſt” 
In thee, when thy victorious Lance“ rp,,,.. 
Bore the diſputed Prize from all the Youth of 
In the firſt Trials that are made for Fame, 
"Thoſe to whom Fate Succeſs denies, 
If taking Counſel from their Shame, 
They modeſtly retreat, are wiſe: _ 
But why thou'd.you ? Who ſtill ſuccecd | 
In all you do, Del? with graceful Art you leud 
The fiery Barb, or with as graceful Motion tread 
In ſhining Balls, where all agree 
To give the higheſf Praiſe and the firſt Placeto thee. 
$0 lov'd and prais d. whom all admire, 
Why, why ſhou'd you from Courts and Camps te- 
If Myra is unkind if it can be ere? 
That any Nymph can be unkind to thee, 


* * 


1 At à Carouſel at Paris, in the Tear 1686, 


—— 
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If penſive made by Love you thus retire, 
Awake your Muſe, and ſtring- your Lyre; 
Your tender Song and your melodious Strain 


Can never be addreſt in vain,  fagain- 
( She needs muſt love, al we mall have you Pack 


* — 


| ogg by the foregoing. 


Hoe er thou art, who tempr'ſt in ſuch a 
Strain, 
sweet is thy Syren Song, but ſung in vain: 


When the Winds rage, and loud the Billows roar, 


What Fool will truſt the Sea, and quit the Shoar? 
Early and Vain into the World I came, 

Big with falſe Hopes, and eager after Fame, 
Till looking round me e'er the Race began, 
Madmen, and giddy Fools, were all that ran: 
Reclaim'd betimes, 1 from the Liſt retire, 

And thank the Gods who my Retteat inſpire, 
Survey the World, and with impartial Eyes 
Conſider, and examine, all who riſe, (Ends, 
Weigh well their Actions, and their treacherqus 
How Greatneſs grows, and by what Steps aſcends, 
What Murders, Treaſons, Perjuries, Deceit, 

How many fall, to make one Monſter great. 
Wou'd you command? Have Fortune in your Pow't.2 
Hug whom you ſtab, and ſmile when you deyour : 
Be 
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Be bloody, falſe, flatter, forſwear, and lie, 

Turn Pander, Pathick, Paraſite, or Spy, 

Such thriving Arts may your with'd Purpoſe bring, 
At leaſt a General be, perhaps 2 King. 

Fortune we moſt unjuſtly partial call, 

A Miſtreſs free, who bids alike to all, 

But on ſuch Terms as only ſuit the Baſe, 

Honour denies, and fhuns the foul Embrace; 

The honeſt Man, who ſtarves and is undone, 

Not Fortune, but his Virtue, keeps him down. 

Had Cato bent beneath the conquering Cauſe, 


| He might have liv'd to give new Senates Laws: 


But on vile Terms diſdaining to be great, 

He periſh'd by his Choice, and not his Fare : 
Honours and Life th' Uſurper bids, and all 
That Vain miſtaken Men good Fortune call, 
Virtue forbids, and ſets befote his Eyes 


An hotieft Death, which he accepts, and dies. 
O glorious Keſolatioh ! Noble Pride! 


Mote honour'd than the Tyrant liv'd, he dy'd, 


More prais'd, mote , more une in as 


Doom, 

Than Ceſar ttampling on the Rights of Rome, 

The Virthous nothing fear, but Life with Shame, 

And Death's a "pleaſant Road, that leads to Fame. 

On Bones and Scraps of Dogs ler me be fed, ) 

My Limbs uncover d, and expos d my Head 0 

To bleakeſt Colds, a Kennel be my Bed, : 
This, 


1 
8 
1 
1 
? 
1 
] 
d 


1 


„ os. av Ss ak A 


Pam wpen ſeveral Qccaſums. 69 
This, and all other Manyrdom, fo the 
seems glatious all, thrice beautequs HRoneſty! ! 
Fortune and Life depend on Fate alone, 
My Honours and my. Conſcience ate my own. | 
Ye great Diſtutbets, who in endleſs Noiſe, - 
In Blood ang :Horzor, feck unnatural Joys, 
For what is all this Buſile, but to ſhunn 
Thoſe Thoughts, with which you date not be a- 
As Men in Miſery, oppteſt with Care, lone? 
Seek in the Rage of Wine to drown Deſpgir. 
Let others fight, and eat theix Bread in Blood, 
Regardleſs if the.Gauſe be bad ox good, 
Or cringe in Courts, depending on the Ngds 
Of ftrutting Pygmies: who wor'd. pals for Gods; 
For me, unptaſtis d in the Courtier's School, 
Who loath a Knave, and tremble at a Fool, 
Who honour generous Wycherley oppteſt, 
Poſſeſt of little, warthy of the beſt, - 
Nich in himſelf, in Vigue, that ,outihines 
All but the Fame of his immortal Lines, 
More than the wealthieſt Lord, who helps to drain 
The famiſ d Land, and rowls in impious Gain, 
What can I hope in Courts > Or how ſucceed? 8 


Tygers and Wolves ſhall in the Ocean hreed, 


The Whale and Dolphin fatten on the Mead, 
And every Element exchange its kind, . 6 
When thriving Honeſty in Courts we find. 


Happy 
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Happy the Man, of Mortals happieſt he, 

Whoſe quiet Mind from vain Delires is free, 

Whom neither Hopes deceive, nor Fears toment, 

But lives at Peace within himſelf, content, 

In Thought, or Act, accountable to none 

But to himſelf, and to the Gods alone. 

O Sweetneſs of Content! Seraphick Joy, 

That nothing wanting, nothing can deſtroy ! 

Where dwells this Peace, this Freedom of the 
Mind? | | 

Where, but in Shades, remote from Humankind, 

In flow'ry Vales, where ws and Shepherds | 
n 

But never comes within the Palace-Gate. 

Farewel then Cities, Courts and Camps farewel, 

welcome ye Groves, here let me ever dwell, 

From Care, from Buſineſs, and Mankind remove, 

All but the Muſes, and inſpiring Love. 

How ſweet the Morn! How gentle is the Night! 

How calm the Evening! Aud the Noon how 
bright! | 

From hence, as from a Hill, I view below 

The crowded World, that like ſome' Woe does 

| ſhow, 

Where ſev*ral Wand'rers travel Day and Night 

Thro' ſey*ral Paths, and none are in the right. 


if 


An 


"Ry e _ Ortafont, 7¹ 


| as Titation of thi $etond Chorus in 
the Second AF of S R NR CA“, 
T HYESTES. wel Fa 170 


"HEN will this Gods, propirious o our 
Pray * the 
e our Factions, and conclude our Wars! 
Ye Sons of Inachus, repent the Guilt 
of Crowns uſurp'd, and Blood of Parents ſpilt. 
For impious Greatneſs Vengeance is in Store, 
Short is the Date of all ill-gotten Pow'r: © © © 
Give Ear, ambitious Princes, and be wiſe, 
Liſten and learn wherein true Greatneſs lyes : 
Place not your Pride in Roofs that ſhine with Gems, 
In Purple Robes, nor ſparkling Diadems, ; 
Nor in Dominion, not Extent of Land: 
He's only Great, who can himſelf command. 
Whoſe/Guard is peaceful Innocence, whoſe Guide 
Is faithful Reaſon,” who is void of Pride, © 
Checking Ambition, nor is idly vain 
; Of the falſe Incenſe of a Popular Train: 

Who without Strife, or Envy, can behold 
His Neighbour's Plenty, and his Heaps of Gold, 
Nor covets other Wealth but what we find 
In the Poſleſſions of a virtuous Mind. 
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| Fearleſs ke ſces, ho is with Virtue crown'd, 
The Tempeſt rage, and hears the Thunder ſaynd, 
Ever the ſame, let Fortune ſmile Or frown, | 
Whether upon the Scaffold, or the Throne; 
serenely as he liv d, reſigns his Breath, 7 
Meets Deſtiny half way, nor ſhrinks at Death. 
Le Sovereign Lords, who fit like Gods in * 
Awing the World, and buſtling to be _ 
Lords but in Title, Vaſſals in Effect, 5 
Whom Luſt controuls, and wild Defires Auel 
The Neins of Empire but ſuch Hands diſgrace, 
Where Faſſion, à blind Prwex, guides the Race. 
What ig this Fame, 'Fhys cronded mund with 
Slayes? ?: 


The Breathof Egols,the Dan of katrin Koaves. | 


An haneſt Heart, a.Conlgience: free from Blame, 
Not of great Acts, but good, give me the Name. 
In vain we plant, We build, oux Stores encreaſe, 

If Conſeience gots up all out inward Peace. 

Mhat need of Arms, of Inſtruments of War, 
Or battezing Engines, that deſttoy from far? 
The greateſt King and Conquerot is he 
Who Lond of his own Appetites can be, 

Bleſt with a Power that nothing can deſtroy, 
And all have equal Freedom to enjoy. 
Whom wouldly Luxury and Pomps alluxe, 


Place 
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Patras non ſeueral O ccufions. 73 
Place me, ye Pow'rs!-in ſome obſcur Retreat, 
O keep me Innocent, make others Great; 
In quiet Shades, content with rural Sports, 
Give me 4: Life, remote from guilty Courts, 
Where free from Hopes, or Fears, in humble Eafe 
Unheard of I may live, and die in Peace: 
Happy the Man who thus retir d from Sight, 
Studies himſelf, and. feeks- no other Light; 
But moſt unhappy he, who fits on high, 
Expos'd to ev'ry Tongue, and ev'ry Eye, 
Whoſe Follies, blaz'd about, to all are known, 
And ate a Secret to himſelf alone: 


Aas q | | 
C H IL, Q- E. 

' H LO:E*s the Wonder of her Sex; 
'Tis well her Heart is tender; 


How might ſuch killing Eyes perplex, 
With Virtue to defend her! 


But Nature, graciouſly inclin'd, 
Not bent to vex but pleaſe us, 
Has to her boundleſs Beauty join d 

A boundleſs Will to eaſe us. 
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On the Same. 


R1GHT as the Day, and like the s 


fair, 
Such Ch1oz is and common as the Air. 


r 
2 2 = Py Ll Þ 


| 


q 
C — ä — \ 
On the Same. 
x B 
E injur'd Fame, and mighty Wrongs receiv'd, 
Chla# complains, and wondrouſiy's aggriev d: 1 
That, free, and laviſh of a beauteous Face, 
The faireſt and the fouleſt of her Race, 
She's mine, or thine, and ſtroling up and down, M 
Sucks in mere Filth than any Sink in Town, | 
I not deny, This, I have ſaid tis true; Ye 
What Wrong! To give ſo bright a Nymph her due 
— — 8 — n 


CORINN A. 


Orinna in the Bloom of Youth 
| Was coy to every Lover, 
Regardleſs of the tendereſt Truth, 

No ſoft Complaint cou'd move her, 


She 


> Mankind 


Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions, 75. 


Mankind was hers: All at her, Feet... -; t;.;...:; | 
Lay proſtrate and adoring, _ * N / 
The Witty, Handſome, Rich, and Great, Wi 
In vain alike ien. r j 4 | 
But now „ gen old, the wou d repair . | 
Her Loſs of Time and Pleaſure, 2: 
With willing Eyes, and wanton Air, | 


Inviting every Gazer. 


But Love's a Summer Flow'r, that dies | 
With the firſt Weather's changing; - | 
The bover, like the Swallow, flies | 
From Sun to Sun, ſtill ranging. | | 
Myra, let this Example move | . Ni 
Your foolich Heart to Reaſon : | : 
; Youth is the proper time for Love, —— . 
g And Age is virtue s Seaſon. Hane ö | — 125 
; reg H "ck | 
_— 
Tl 
O well Corinna likes the Joy, _ | | * 
She vows ſhe'll never more be coy, | 1 
She drinks N Draughts of Pleaſure: | 
| 
1d * " Eternal \F 
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Eternal Draughts will not ſuffice, 
Ah give me, give me mote, the cries, 


is all too little Meaſure. 


Thus wifely ſhe makes up for Time 
Miſ-ſpent, while Youth was in its Prime? | 
So Travellers who'waſte the Day 
Careful and cantious of their Way, 
Noting at length' the ſetting Sun, 
They mend their Pace as Night comes on, 
Double their Speed to reach their Inn, 
And whip and ſpux thro*-thick and thin. 
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B E L I VD 4. 


Elinda's Pride's an arrant Cheat, 

A fooliſh' Artifice to blind; * 

Some honeſt Glance, that ſcorns: Deteit. 
Does ſtill reveal her native Mind. 


With Look demure, and forc'd Diſdain, 
She idly ads the Saint; 

We ſee thro this Diſguiſe, as plain 
As we diſtinguiſh Paint, 


The Pains the takes are vainly meant 
To hide her amorous Heart, . 
+ at Fw "Tis 


Poems apon ſeveral Occaſoows, 7 
Tis like perfuming an ill Scent, | 
The Smell's too ſtrong for At. 


So have 1 ſeen grave Fools defign 
With formal Looks to paſs for wile: 
But Nature is @ Light will ſhine, - 
And break theo? ul Diſguiſe, 


wy "_— _ \ — - 
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CLARIND 4 


- 3} * 


N vain a thouſand Slaves have uyd 
Tg overcome clarinda s Pride: .. - - 
Pity pleading, 
Love petſwading , 
When her icy Heart is thaw'd, 
Honour chides, and ſtrait ſhe's aw Ve 
_ Fooliſh Creature, 
Follow Nature. 
Waſte not thus Jeur Prime ; 
Youth's 4 Tieaſuze, 
Love's a Pleaſure, | 
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THE SAME. 


6 Larinda, with a haughty Grace; 

In ſcornful Poſtutes ſets her Face, 
And looks as ſhe were born alone 

To give us Love, and take from none. 


Tho*1 adore to that degree, 

Clarinda, I wou'd die for thee, 

If you're tob protd to cafe my Pain, 

am too proud for your Diſdain. 
N ar 


CL E OO * 8 


Leöra has Her Wim, the weds a Peer, © 

Her weighty Train two Pages ſcarce can 
Perſia and both the Indies muſt provide bear, 
To grace her Pomp, and gratifie her Pride; 
Of rich Brocard a ſhining Robe ſhe weats, 
And Gems ſurround her lovely Neck, like stars. 
Drawn by ſix Greys of the proud Belgian kind, 
With a long Train of Livery Beaus behind, 
She charms the Park, and ſets all Hearts on Fire, 
The Ladies Envy, and the Mens Deſire. 


Be- 


Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions, 79 
Bekolding thus, O happy as a Queen! 
We cry : But ſhift the gaudy flattering Scene, 
View her at home in her Domeſtick Light, 
For thither ſhe muſt come, at leaſt at Night. 
What has the there? A ſurly, ill-bred Lord, 
That chides, and ſnaps her up at ev'ry Word; 
A brutal Sort, who, while ſhe holds his Head, 
With drunken Filth bedawbs the Nuptial Bed: 
Sick to the Heart, ſhe breathes the nauſeous Fume 
Of odious-Steams, that poiſon all the Room: 
Weeping all Night the trembling Creature lyes, 
And counts the tedious Hours when ſhe may riſe : 
But moſt ſhe fears, leſt waking ſhe ſhou'd find, 
To make amends, the Monſter wou'd be kind : 
Thoſe. matchleſs Beauties, worthy of a God, 
Muſt bear, tho' much averſe, the loathſome Load. 
What then may be the Chance that next enſues? 
Some vile Diſeaſe, freſh reeking from the Stews. 
The ſecret Venom, circling in hex Veins, | 
Works thro her Skin, and burſts in bloating Stains, 
Her Cheeks their Freſhneſs loſe, and wonted Grace, 
And an unuſual Paleneſs ſpreads her Face, 
Her Eyes grow dim, and her corrupted Breath - 
Tainting her Gums, infects her Ivory Teeth, 
Of ſharp noQurnal Anguiſh ſhe complains, 
And guiltleſs of the Cauſe, relates her Pains, 
The conſcious Husband, whom like Symptoms 
Charges on her the Guilt of their Diſeaſe, Lſeize, 
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8&0 Poems upon ſeveral 26a5tygh 
Aﬀe&ing Fury; acts a Madman's Part, 
He'll rip che fatal Secret from her Heatt! 
Bids her confeſs, calls her ten thouſand Names, 
In vain the kneels, the weeps, proteſts, exctaims ; 
Scarce with her Life ſhe ſcapes, expos'dto Shame, 
In Body tortur'd, murder'd in her Fame, 

Rots with à vile Adulrereſs's Name, | 
Abandon'd by her Friends, without Defence, * 
And bappy only 1 in her Innocence. A g 


* 


_ 


Such is the Vengeance the juſt Gods öl 
For thoſe, who barter Liberty for Pride, 
Who impioufly invoke the Pow'rs above 
To witneſs to falſe Vows of mutual Love.” 
Thouſands of poor cleora's may be found, 
_ nn Rl ich GUY WIE abound, 


Te POTEN nat the Arbiters of Blifs, 
Preſerve: Clarinda from a Fate fike this: 
Fon form' d her fair, not any Grace deny d. 
Dut gave, alas! a Spark too much of Pride; 
Reform that Failing, and protect her till, 

O fave her from the Curſe of REIT” * 
Deem it not Envy, or à jealous Cace 
That moves theſe Wiſhes, or provokes” Abbetey's, 
- Fho*more than Death I dread to ſee thoſe Charms 
Allotted to ſome happier Mottal's Ams; 


Tor- 


Peaches apen ſeveral Occofions, 81 


Tormenting Thought! Tet cou d Ibear that Pain, 


or any Al}, but heating her complain; 
Intent on her, my Love forgets his own, 
Nor frames one Wiſh, but for her ſake alone, 
Whome'er the Gods have deſtin'd to prefer, 
vow cannot make me RE 1 
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8 e GE are Boos, qo Mis 
Which I, his Friend nl Servant, thus wake c ous, 
On his dark Forthead a falſe Friend is writ, 

Let none condemn the Light that ſhows a Pit. 
evcles, whoſe Face finds Credit for his Heart, 
Who cat: eſcape ſo ſmooth a Villain's art? © © 
Adort'd with ev*ty Grace that can perſwade, 
Seeing, we truſt ; and truſting, ate betray d! 
His Looks are Snares: But Macre's cry Beware, 
Believe not, tho* ten thouſand Oaths he ſwear, 
If thon'rt deceiv'd, obſerving well this Rule. 
Not Macro is the Knave, but thou the Fool: 

In this one Point he and his Looks agree, 

As they betray their Maſter, ſo did he. 
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PuyLLTs Drinking. 


£ 


+ } 


n ILE Phyllis is akin; Dove and wine 
in Alliance, 

With Forces united bid xeſiſtleſs Defiance; * 

By the Touch of her Lips the Wine ſparkles higher, 

And her Eyes by her drinking redouble their Fixe. 


Her Cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their 
Colour, 

As Flowers by ſprinkling revive with freſh Odour ; 

His Dart dipt in Wine, Love wounds beyond 
curing, 


| enduring. 
And the Liquor, like Oyl, makes the Flame more 


By Cordials of Wine, Love is kept from expiring, 
And our Mirth is enliven'd by Love and Deſiring, 
Relieving each other, the Pleaſure is laſting, 
And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever a taſting, 


Then Phyllis begin, let our Raptures abound, 
And a Kiſs and a Glaſs be ſtill going round; 
Our Joys are immortal while thus we remove _ 

From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to Love. 
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nn 


Mpatient with Deſire, at laſt 
I L ventur'd to lay Forms aſide: 
*Twas I was modeſt, not ſhe chaſte ; 
Celia, ſo gently preſs d, comply d. 


With idle Awe, an amorous Fool, 
I gaz'd upon her Eyes with Fear; 
Say, Love, how came your Slave ſo dull 
To read no better mays 


Thus to our fires 4 b Foes, 
Altho* the Nymph be well enclin'd, 

For want of Courage to propoſe, 
By our own Folly ſhe's unkind, 


r 


F two Reliefs to caſe a Loveſick Mind, 
Flavia preſcribes Deſpair: I urge, be kind, 
Flavia be kind: The Remedy's as ſure, 
*Tis the moſt pleaſant, and the quickeſt Cure. 


LOVE, 


Poems upon ſeveral Orcafions.” 
— O 5 E. * 
TJ ov» is begot by Fancy, bred 

By Ignorance, by Expectation fed; 


Deſtroy'd by Knowledge, and at beſt 
"Loft in the Moment tis poſſeſt. | 


0 M 2 N. 

omen to Cards may be compar d: We 
play _. 

A Round or two, when us d, we FS away, 

Take a freſh Pack ; nor is it worth our grieving | 

Who cuts or ſhuffles with our dirty leaving. 


FANCY. 


ovs — choue FP 

From Hope to Fear, from Joy to Doudt ; _ 
Whom we now 4 Goddeſs call, 4 
Divinely grac'd in every Feature, 

Stzait's a deform d, a perjur'd Creature: 

Love and Hate are Fancy all. 
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*Tis but as Fancy ſhall preſent 

Objects of Grief; or of 'Coatentt,  ..- 
That the- Lover's bleſt, or dies: 

vitions of mighty Pains, or Pleaſace, 

Imagin'd Want, imagin'd n 
All in powitſul OP vert 
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LIBERALITY. 


H 0 Cake thou chile ft thy Treaſure lyes,. 

' Conceal'd in Cheſts from human wy | 
A Fire may come, and it may be 
Bury'd, my Friend, 4s fat from th. 
Thy Vefſel that yen Ocean ſte ms © 4 
Loaded with Golden Duſt and Gems, | 
Purchas'd with ſo much Pains and Coft, 
Yet in a Tempeſt may be loſt, 
Pimps, Whores, aud Bawds, a thankleſs Crew,” 
Prieſts, Pick-potkets,” and Lawyers N | 
All help by ſeveral Ways to drain, = 
Thanking themſelves for what we . 1 
The Liberal are fecure alone, bak 
For what we frankly sive, for ever is our on. 
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? 


Written in Clarinds's Pray Boa. 


N vain, clarinda, Night 2 Day 

For Mercy to the Gods you pray: 
What Arrogance on Heav'n to call 
* hat,” ud 1 deny to All! 


ö 33 Is „% 44S * 8 
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Wor pines my Daa 7 To Fo: his young 

Bride, * 

who penſive ſat, thus aged ne ns, | 

Alas! ſaid the, ſuch Viſions break my Reſt, . h 

The ſtrangeſt Thoughts! 1 think 1 am poſſeſt: 

My Symptoms I have told a Man of Skill, 

And— if Iwou'd-—- he ſays---I might --- be well. 

Take his Advice, ſaid he, my poor dear Wife, 

Fll buy at any rate thy precious Life.. 

Bluſhing ſhe wou' d excuſe, but all in vain, 

A Doctox muſt be fetch'd to eaſe her Pain. 

Hard preſt, the yields; From White's, or Will's, 

or Tom's, 1 70 

No matter which, he's fummon'd, and he comes. 

The careful Husband, with a kind Embrace 

Entreats his Care; then bows, and quits the Place, 
2 e For 


Poems upon ſeveral Occafions, 87 
For little Ailments oft attend the Fair, 1 
Not decent for a Husband's Eye; or Ear. 
Something the Dame would ſay: The ready Knight 
Prevents her Speech - Here's that ſhall ſet you 

right, 

Madam, ſaid he---- With that the Door's made 
He gives, deliciouſly, the healing Doſe. / [cloſe, 
Alas! the cries, Ah me! Ah cruel Cure! | 
Did ever Woman yet like me endure ! 
The Work perform d: Upriſing gay and light, 
Old cornus is call'd in, to ſee the Sight. » 
A ſprightly Red vermilion's all her Face, 
And her Eyes Ianguifh with unuſual Grace. 
With Tears of Joy, freſh guſhing from his Eyes, 
O wond'rous Power of Art! old Cornus cries, 
Amazing Change! Aſtoniſhing Succeſs! 
Thrice happy 1! What a brave Man was this! 
Maids, Wives, and Widows, with like Whims _ 
May thus find certain Eaſe --- Probatum eſt. leſt, 


- 8 1 


7 CELIA, 
| HY, cruel Creature, why ſo beat 


To vex a tender Heart? 
To Gold and Title you relent, 


Love throws in vain his Dart. 


9 


Let 
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Let glittering Fools in Counts n. 

For Pay jet Armies move: HR 101 n: 
Beauty mon d have no other Bait 
But gentle Vows and Love. - 


If on thoſe-cndleſs Charms you lay 

The Value that's their Due, 

Kings ate themſelves too poor to pay, 
A ne Wodlds 409 ow 9 if 


But if a Paſſion without Vice, 
Without Diſgaiſe or Act. 
Ah Celia ! if true Love's your Price, 
hold it in wy Heart. 


CELIA SINGING, 


HEN we bchold her Angel Face, 

Or when the ſings with heay'nly Grace, 
In what we hear, and what we ſec, . 

So raviſhing's the Harmony, 

The melting S6ul, in Rapture loft, 

Knows not ills Charm papers it . 


Sounds that made Hilts and Rocks OY 
Amphien s Lute, the Syrexs Voice, 04 
$3.1 Wonders 


Poriny wow flours — * 
Wonders with Pain zeceiv'd: for true, 1 
At once find Credit, and rene w- es 

No Charms like Geliz's: Voice ſutprize, 

Except the Magick af her Eyes. 


— 


To my o Friend Ar Dryden. an Bis 


"Excellent e eee, 


. Slows canta from a BELLS PR 

But hardly bear, ot in the Ratfing die, 1 

Miſſing their native Sun, ⁊t beſt retain. | 

But a faint Odour, and ſurvive with Pain: 

Thus ancient Wit, in modern Numbers taught, 

Wanting 1 KN waa n its WAND 
wrote, 2 | 

Is a dead TE and a Cenſcleſs este 

While we transfuſe, rhe nimble Spirit flies, 

Efcapes unſeen, eyaporates, and dies. 

Who then to copy Roman Wit deſire, 

Muſt imitate with Rowan Foxce and Fire; 

In Elegance of Stile and Phraſe the ſame, 

And in the fparkling Gesiut and che Flame: 

Whence we conclude from thy tranſlated Song. 

So juſt, fo ſmooth, ſo ſoft, and yet ſo ſtrong, 

Celeſtial Charmer! Soul of Harmony ! 

That ev'ry Genius was teviy'd in thee. k 
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Thy Trumpet ſounds; the Dead are rais'd to Light, 
Never to die, and take to 'Heav*n their Flight, 
Deckt in thy Verſe, as clad with Rays they ſhine, 
All Glorify'd, Immortal, and Divine. | 


As Britain in rich Soil abounding adds; 
Furniſh'd for Uſe, for Luxury, and Pride, 
Yet ſpreads her wanton Sails on ev'ry Shore 

For foreign Wealth, impatient ſtill of more; 

To her own Wooll the Silks of Aſia joins, 
And to her plenteous. Harveſts, Indian Mines: 
80 Dryden, not contented with the Fame 

Of his own Works, tho' an immortal — 

' To Lands remote ſends forth his learned Muſe, 
The.nobleſt Seeds of foreign Wit to chuſe : 
Feaſting our Senſe ſo many various Ways, 
Say, Ist thy Bounty ? or thy Thirſt of Praiſe? 
That by comparing Others,” All might ſee, _ 
Who at exeell,. are yet e Thee. 
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Upon. 4 Hearing in the Houſe of 
Lords of a Cauſe between her 
' Grace the Dutcheſs of Grafton 
and the Lord Chief Fuftice. © 


HE Princes ſate, Beauty and Law contend ; 
The Queen of Love will Ls on Couls 
defend. | 

Secure. he looks, 2s certain none can fs. 

Such Beauty plead, and not her Captive be. * | 

What need of Words with ſuch commanding Eyes ! 


Muſt I then ſpeak? © Heav*ns! the Charmer cries ; 


O barbarous Clime, where Beauty borrows Aid 
From Eloquence, tg; charm, or to perſuade ! 
Will Diſcord never leave with envious Care 
To raiſe Debate? But Diſcord governs here. 
To Juno, Pallas, Wiſdom, Fame, and Power, 
Long ſince preferr'd, what Trial needs there moreꝰ 
Confeſt to Sight, three Goddeſſes deſcend 

On Ida's Hill, and for a Prize contend, 

Nobly they bid, and laviſhly purſue 

A Giſt, that only cou'd:/ be Beauty's Due: 
Honours. and Wealth the generous Judge denies, 
And gives the Triumph to the brighteſt, Eyes. 
Such Precedents are numberleſs : We draw | 
Our Right from Cuſtom; Cuftom is a Law. 


As 


- 
SS * 
. =, - * 88 
* Sy * 0 * 
3 5 : . „ 
— AT Sd an” _— * 
N — \ N 


n 
, ; 2 — a — 
$1 "% + * 


n 
— _ 


es Re Ss 


_— 


2. 


4 
— 


= — — 


mA PT 
5 2 


Li 
: 
\ £8 
-. 
Ef 
I. 
A) 
2 
* 
N 
, 
FAS. 
2 
bs . 
N bt 
- ** 
1 
N bu 
| 5 
1 


* — 
- ws <4 * OE) 2 4 A 
6 —- —2TX.ꝝ.. ä ——— — — 
. 


enen 


93 Teams Men feveral Orcafrons,” 

As high as Heay'n, as wide as Seas and Land, 
As ancient as the World, is our Command. 

t might ſuffice that I pronounce it mine, 

And right or wrong he ſhoy'd his Claim reign, 
Aer and Aleies would this Plea Ulob, | 
Beauty was ever ubſolute till now. 

Not Bears nor, Tygers ſure ſo fervce are 

As theſe il-manner*'d Monſters of the Bar. 
Loud Rumour has proclaim'd a Nymph divine, 


Whoſe matchleſs Form, to counter balance mine, 


By dint of Beaaty frall 'extort yonr Grate : 
Let het appear, this Rival, Face to Face, 


Let Eyes to Eyes oppos'd this Strife — 


New when 1 lighten tet her Beams be try d. 


Was t a vain Promiſe, and a Goon Man's Lie? 
Or ſtands the here, unmarhid, wen 1 am by? 
Hevn was-mock'd, and once all BI found 


Another Fab ung faid to found: wa £151 0. 


On brazen Ploors, the Royal Actor tries 

vo ape the Thunder rateling in the Skies 
A brandid&d Torch, with emulating Blaze, 
Affects the-forky Lightning's pointed Rays? 
Thus born aloft, triumphantly he rode 1 
Thro* Crowds of Worthippers, and afts the God. 
The Sire Omhiperent prepares the Brand = 

By vlan wrouphit; and arms his potent” Hand, 
Then flaming hurt it killing from above, 


Pre- 
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| Poems p ſeveral'Occafions. 
Preſumptuons Wrerch !- with Mortal Ar to date 
1 Power, and brave the Thunderet. 7 


calaps orefincing with Diſdain 0 
Her Daughter to the Nereidi, they complain: 
The Daughter, for the Mother's guilty Scorn, 
Is doom'd to be devoutr' d; the Mothet's born 
Above the Clouds, where by immortal Light 
Reverſt ſhe ſhines, expos'd to human Sight, 
And to a ſhameful Poſture is confin'd, 

As an eternal Terror to Mankind. 


Did thus the Gods ſuch private Nymphs proveth, 
What Vengeaucemightthe Queen of ens aan 
But grant ſach arbitrary Pleas are vain, 
Wav d let them be: Meer Juſtice fall. obtain: 
Who to à Husband better can ſucceed; 
Than his lov'd Wife, the Partner of his Bed? 
Or to a Father's Right lay ſtronger Claim, 
Than the dear Youth in whom ſutvives his Name: 
Behold that Yonth, conſider whence he Frings, | 
And in his Royal Veins reſpe# your . * 


Begat his Site : "Second from Fove is be. ; 
Well did the Father blindly fight your Cans, © 
Following the Cry of Liberty and Laus, 
If by thoſe Laws, for which be loſt His ran J 
You a ungratefully the Son wo . 
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What need I more? Twere Treaſon to diſpute : - 
The Grant was Royal: That decides the Suit : 
Shall vulgar Laws Imperial Power conſtrain ? 
Kings, and the Gods, can never act in vain. 
She finiſh'd here, the Queen of ev*ry Grace, 
Diſdain vermilioning her heav'nly Face; 
Our Hearts take Fire, and all in Tumult riſc, 
And one Wich ſparkles in a thouſand. Eyes. 
O might ſome Champion finiſh theſe Debates, 
My Sword ſhou'd end, what now my Muſe relates. 
Vp roſe the Judge, on each Side bending low, 
A crafty Smile accompanies his Bo. 
Viyſſes:like, a gentle Pauſe he makes, ä 
Then, raiſing by Degrees his Voice, he ſpeaks, 
In you, my Lords, who. judge, and all that hear, 
Methinks I read your Wiſhes for the Fair; 
Nor can I wonder; even I contend 
With ſecret Pain, unwilling to offend ; 
Unhappy, thus oblig *d to a Defence 
That may diſpleaſe ſuch Heay*nly Excellence. _ 
Might we the Laws en any Terms abuſe, 
So bright an Influence were the beſt Excuſe. _ 
Let Niobe's juſt Doom, the vile Diſgrace 
of the Prepetides polluted Race, , 
Let Death, or Shame, or Lunacy, ſurpriſe. 
Who dare to match the Luſtre of her Eyes: 
Aloud the faireſt of the Sex complain oa 
o& $4 loſt, and Loye's Wenn! in vain, 
At 
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At her Appearance all their Brightneſs ends, 
Thoſe Stars of Beauty ſet, when the aſcends. 
Where Love prefides, ſtill may the beat the Prize, 
But rigid Law has neither Ears nor Eyes; 
Charms to which Mar, and Hercules wou'd bow, 

. Minos and Rhadamanthus diſavow: 

Juſtice, by nothing biaſs'd or enclin'd, 

Deaf to Perſwaſion, to Temptation blind, 
Determines without Favour, and the Laws 

O' erlook the Paities, to decide the Cauſe. 

What then avails it that a beardleſs Boy 

Took a raſh Fancy for a Female Toy? 

Th' inſulted Argives with a numerous Hoſt 
Purſue Revenge, and ſeek the Dardan Coaſt; 
Tho* the Gods built, and tho* the Gods defend, 
Thoſe:lofty Towers the hoſtile Greeks aſcend; + 
Nor leave they till the Town in Aſhes lies, 
And all the Race of Royal Priam dies. 

The Queen of Paphos mixing in the Fray, 
Rallies the Troops, and urges on the Day / 
In Pexſon in the foremoſt Ranks ſhe ſtands, 
Frovokes the Charge, directs, aſſiſts, commands; 
Stern Diomed, advancing high in Air 

His feather'd Jav'lin, ſtrikes the heay*nly Fair, 
The vaulted Skies with her loud Shrieks reſound, 
And high Ohmpus trembles at the Wound, 
In Cauſes juſt, ſhou'd all the Gods oppoſe, | - 
:Twere honeſt to diſpute; So Cato choſe. 


Diſmiſs 
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Diſmiſs-that-Rlea, and; what tall eee, b 
If Beaugy-is. deny d. ſhall. Birth avail? | 
Blood, and high Deeds in diſtant- Ages * 
Are our Fare-fathers Merit, not our own, - 
Might none a juſt Poſſeſſion be allow d.,. 
But ho cou d bring Deſert, ot boaſt of Blood, 
What Numbers; even here, might be condemn'd, 
sttip'd and deſpoil d of all, reyil'd, contema d? 
Take & juſt View. how: many may tema 
Who's now. a Lord, his Grandfire was a Clerk t 
Then O beware, nor do theſe Robes deſpiſe,. 
But honour that, from whence your Honours riſt, 
How deat to Britain are her darling Laus! 
What Blood has ſhe not laviſh'd in their Cauſe ? 
Kings are like common Slaves to Slaughter led, 
Or wander. thro? the Wotld to beg: their Bread. 
Such fatal Precedents might awe the: Throne 
From lawleſs: Grants: Who ge 2 — den 
own; 6. L 
The Gift is void: Tuer a cheap: e ee 
The Crown Accounts, by robbing from: the Bat 
That Power which abu faq. may: __ * 
from you: 
ro your on Intereſta Tow weje! ebe 
Conlider that: I plead: but your own Cauſe: 
Give Sentence then, protect, maintain the Laws, 
He ſpoke. The Princes differ and divide, 
some follow Law, and ſome with Beatty fide: © 
$317 | 80 


© 1 Paems| non ſeveral Occaſions, gy 
80 once th' Apoſtate Angels bray'd the Pow'r 
Whom they were wont to worihip and implore: 
Like impious is their Rage, who have in chace 
A new Omnipotence in Grafton's Face. ; 
Bold Rocheſter, undaunted, juſt, and wiſe, 
Aſſerts the Goddeſs with the charming Eyes: 
Beauty: her Orders, like th' Almighty; ſends, 
And Recheſter, like Michabl, cleaves the Fiends: 
And O may Beauty never want Reward | 
For thee, her noble Champion, and' her Guard. 
Beauty triumphs, and Law ſubmitting lyes, © 
The Tyrant tam'd, aloud for Mercy (cries; 
Conqueſt can never fail in radiant Grafton's Eyes. 


1 — 


bombarding and burning the Town 
of Granville in Normandy. 


H. 0 built by Gods, conſum'd by hoſtile 
Flame 

Troy bury'd lyes, yet lives the Trojan Name, 

And ſo ſhall ſhine, tho? with theſe Walls were loſt 

All the Records thy Anceſtors cou'd boaſt. 

For Latium conquer d, and for Turun, lain, 

neas lives, tho” not one Stone remain 

N F Where 
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Where ke aroſe: Nor art thou F renown - 
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For thy loud Triumphs on Hungarian Ground. 
Thoſe Arms which for nine Centuries had brav'd * 
The Wrath of Time, on antick Stone engrav'd, 


Now torn by Mortars, ſtand yet undefac'd - 


On nobler-Trophies by thy Valour tais d: 


' Safe on thy f Eagle's Wings they ſoar, above 


The Rage of War, or Thunder to remove, 
1 by the Bird of Ceſar, and of Jo 


5 
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25 my Friend Dy. G4 RTH, in "bis 
| Sickneſs. - 


pu b * - LS & 


Achaon ſick, in ev'ry Face we find | 
His Danger-is the Danger of Mankind, 


Whoſe Art protecting, Nature cou d expire 


But by a Deluge, or the general Fire. 


4 


he Arms of bis Family, at that time ill re- 


maining on one of the Gates of the Touun. 
t Created 4 Count of the Roman, Empire, with 
Privilege to quarter his Arms on the Imperial Spread 


2 in acknowledgment of his Bravery at the Re- 


lief of Vienna, and ſeveral other Occaſions in the 
War ef Hungazy, where, his Lordſhip ſerv'd 4 Vo- 
iuntetr. 


n 
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More 
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More Lives lie ſaves. than periſh in our Wars, 


And faſter than a Plague deſtroys, repairs: 


The bold Carowſer, and advent'ring Dame, 

Not fear the Fever, nor refuſe the Plame, 

Safe in his Skill, from all Reſtraint ſet free, 
But conſcious Shame, Remorſe, and Piety. 

Sire of dll Arts, defend thy darling Son, 

O ſave the Man, whoſe Life's ſo much our own, 
On whom, like Atlas, the whole World's reelin' d, 
And by reſtoring Garth, preſerve Mankind. 
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'B E happieſt n ouce were ve, 
' Hov'd Myra, Myra me; 

Each deſirous of the Bleſſing, 
Nothing wanting but POTS: 


I lov'd Myra, Mira me. 28250 3 


The m once Were We. 
BT ani 5: 
Pun decent Fates diſſever, 
Torn from Love, and torn for ever, 
Tonures end me. * br of 


Death befriend me; 
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of all Pains the greateſt Pain 
Is to love---- and love in vain. 


_— bad 
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To F. I. Av IA. "Her 8 Ha- 
ving eſcap d a Flood that had de. 
Fray d all the Fruits of the Ground 
in ber Neighbourhood. = 


ww HAT Hands Divine have pianted, and 
protect, 

The . ſpares; and Deluges reſpect; 

So when the Waters o'er the World were ſpread, 
Cov*ring each Oak, and ev'ry Mountain s Head, 
The choſen Noah ſail'd within his Ark, 

Nor might the Waves 0*erwhelm the 2 Batk. 
The charming Flavia is no leſs, we find, 2 
The Favourite of Heay'n, than of Mankind; 
The Gods, like Rivals, imitate our Care, 

And vie with Mortals, to oblige” the Fair; 
"Theſe Favours, thus beſtow'd on her alone, 

Are but the Homage that they ſend her down. 
O Flavia, may thy Virtue from above 

Be crown'd with Bleſſings endleſs as my Love. 


Written 
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Written in 4a Novel Entitled, Les 
Malheurs de I Amour. 


TASTE to Clarinda, and reveal 
1 Whatever Pains poor Lovers feel; 
When that is done, then tell the Fair 
That I endure much more for her. 
Who'd truly know Love's Pow'r or Smart, 
Muſt view her Eyes, and read my Heart. 
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PrRoLOGUE 70. the She-Gallants., 


$ quiet Monarchs, that on peaceful Thrones 
In Sports and Reyels long had reign'd like 
Drones, 
Rouſing at length, refle& with Guilt and Shame 
That not ong Stroke had yet been given for Fame, 
Wars they denounce, and to redeem the paſt, 
To bold Attempts. and, rugged Labours haſte. 
Our Poet ſo with like Concern reviews | 
The youthful Follies of his Love-ſick Mule, 
To amorous Toils, and to the filent Grove, 
To Beauty*s Snares, and to deceitful Love, 


F 3 He 
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He bids Farewel : His Shield and Lance prepares, 
And mounts the Stage to bid Immortal Wars. 
Vice like ſome Monſter, ſuff ring none t eſcape, 
Has ſeiz'd the Town, and varies ſtill her Shape. 
Here, like a General ſhe ſtruts in State, 

While Crowds in Red and Blue her Orders wait. 
There, like ſome penſive Stateſman, walks demute, 
And ſmiles, and hugs, to make Deſtruction fate ; 
Now, under high Commodes, with Looks erect, 
Barefac'd devours, in gaudy Colours deck'd; 
Then, in a Vizard, to avoid Grimace, ' 

Allows all Freedom, but to ſee the Face. 

In Pulpits, and at Bar, ſhe wears a Gown, _ 
In Camps a Sword, in Palaces a Crown. 2 
Reſoly*d to combat with this motley Beaſt, 

Our Poet comes to ſtrike one Stroke at leaſt. 
His Glaſs he means not for this Jilt or Beau; 
Some Features of you all he hopes to 'ftiow;” 

On choſen Heads nor lets the —— fall, 2 
But ſcatters his Artillery at All. Fein- 
Yet to the Fair he fain wou d Quarter ſnow;, 
His tender Heart recoils at ev'ry Blows 

if unawares he give too ſmart a Stroke, 

ue means but to correct, and not provoke, 
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ErIL our to the ſame. Spoken 
Mrs. Bracegirdle. in ; Mens, 


 Cloaths. 


= have been the Poet's Spark to Day, 
Will now become tlie Champion of his Play. 


Know all, who wou' d pretend to my good Ge, 


I mortally diſlike a damning Face. 
Pleas'd or diſpleas d, no matter now tis paſt, 
The firſt who dares be angry breathes his laſt: 


Who ſhall preſume to doubt my Will and Pleaſure, 


Him 1 defie to ſend his Weapon's Meaſure: 

If War you chuſe, and Blood muſt needs be 159 
here, 

By Fove,-let me as to O's your Tilter, 

Y11 give you Satisfaction if 1 can 


death, tis not the firſt time Vvekill'd my Man. 


On Pain of being poſted to your Sorrow, 
Fail not, at Four, to meet me here to Morrow. 
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EPILOGUE 70 the Few of Venice. 


A CH in his turn, the Poet*, and the Prieſt t, 
Have view'd the Stage, but like falſe Pro- 
phets gueſt: 
The Man of Zeal, in his Religious Rage, 
Wou'd ſilence Poets,. and reduce the Stage. 
The Poet, raſhly- to get clear, retorts 
On Kings the Scandal, and beſpatters Courts. 
Both err: For, without mincing, to be plain, 
The Guilt's your own, of every odious Scene. 
The preſent Time ſtill gives the Stage its Mode; 
The Vices that you practiſe, we explode: 
We hold the Glaſs, and but reflect your Shame, 
Like Spartans, by expoling, to reclaim. (dine, 
The Seribler, pinch'd with Hunger, writes to 
And to your Genius muſt conform his Line; 
Not lewd by Choice, but meerly to ſubmit; 
Wou'd you encourage Senſe, Senſe would be wiit. 


Good Plays we try, which after the firſt Day 
Unſeen we act, and to bare Benehes play; 
Plain Senſe, which pleas'd your Sires an Age ago, 
Is loſt, without the Garniture of Show. | 


* Mr. Dryden, in his Prologue to the Pilgrim. 
} Ar. Collier, in his View af the Stage. 
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At vaſt Expence, we labour to our Ruin, 
And court your Favour, with our ewn Undoing ; ; 
A War of Profit mitigates the Evil, 
But to be tax d and beaten ---- is the Devil. 
How was the Scene forlorn, and how deſpis d, 
When Timon, without Muſick, moraliz d; 
Shakeſpear's Sublime in vain entic'd the Throng, - 
Without the Aid of Purcoll's' Siren Song ! 


In the a antique Loom theſe Scenes were 
wrought, | 

Embelliſh'd with good Morals and juſt IA 
True Nature in her nobleſt Light you ſee, 
E'er yet debauch'd by modern Gallantry 
To ttifling Jeſts, and fulſom Ribaldry : 
What Ruſt remains upon the ſhining Maſs, 
Antiquity muſt privilege to pals. ſcarry, 
"Tis Shakeſpear's Play, and if theſe Scenes miſ- 
Let * Gorman take the Stage — or f Lady Mary. 


= 


. 


* A Famons Prize-fighter,” 


| A famons Ne- dancer. 
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PRO LOGUE to the. Britiſh. Ea. ; 
chanters. 


Oets by Obſervation find it true, you: 
_ *Tis harder much to pleaſe themſel yes, chan 
To weave a Plot, to work and to refine.” 

A labour'd Scene, to poliſh ev'ry Line, 
Judgment muſt ſweat, and feel a Mother's Pains : 
Vain Fools! thus to diſturb and rack their Btains, 
When more indulgent to the Writer's Eaſe, 
You are too good, to be ſo hard to pleaſe: 
No ſuch convulſive Pangs it will require 
To write ---- the pretty Things that you admire. 
Out Author then, to pleaſe you in your Ways 
Preſents you now a Bawble.of a Play, 

In gingling Rhyme, well fortify'd and Arong 
He fights entrench' d, oer Head and Ears, Were 
If here and there ſome evil-fated Line | 
Shou'd chance, thro? Inadyertency, to 1 2 
Forgive him, Beaus, he means you no Offence, 
But begs you, for the Love of Song and Dance, G 
To pardon ---- All the Poetry and senſe. 
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Er1L0Gur defigw'd for the ſame. |; 


1 T once, like Beauty, vickour An or 
Dreſs, 11 | 
Naked and unadorn'd, cou'd find Succeſs, 
Till by  Fruition Novelty. deſtroy d, 
The Nymph. muſt find new Charms to be enjoy d. 
As by his Equipage the Man you prize, TR” 
And Ladies muſt have Gems, beſide their Eyes; 
So fares it too with Plays, in vain we write, 8 


Unleſs the Muſick or the Show invite, 

Not Hamlet clears the Charges of the Night. 
Wou'd you but fix ſome Standard how to move, 
We wou' d transform to any thing you love: 
Judge our Deſire by our Coſt and Pains, 

Sure in Expence, uncertain in our Gains. 

But tho? we fetch from Italy and France WEE” 
Our Fopperies of Tune, and Mode of Dance, _ 
Our ſturdy [Britons ſcorn to borrow Senſe: 
Howe'er to Foreign Faſhions, we ſubmit, 

Still ev'rxy Fop prefers his Mother Wit : 

In only Wit this Conſtancy is ſhown, 

For never was that atrant Changeling known 
Who, for another's Senſe, wou'd quit his own. 

In all things elſe to love of Change enclin'd, / 
Scarce in two following Seſſions can we find 9 


That ie — but has chang'd his Mind : 
« a7 But 
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But ſure ſuch Patriots change not, but forget, | 
*Tjs want of Memory, the Curſe of Wit. 

Our Author wou'd. excuſe theſe youthful Scenes, 
 Begotten at his Entrance in his Teens; 

Some childiſh Fancies may approve the Toy, 
Some like the Muſe the more — for being a Boy; 
And Ladies ſhou'd be pleas d, tho' not content, 
To find ſo young a Thing not impotent. 

Our Stage Reformers too he wou'd diſarm, 

In Charity ſo cold, in Zeal ſo warm, 

And therefore, to atone for paſt Abuſes, 

And gain the Church Indulgence for the Ne 
He gives his Thirds to charitable Uſes. 


— 


PRrRoLoGUE 70 Mr. Higgons's ex- 
cellent Tragedy, calld The Gene- 
rous Conqueror. 


OUR Comick Writer is a common Foes 
None can intrigue in Peace, or be a Beau, 
Nor wanton Wife nor Widow can be ſped, 
Not even Ruſſel can interr the Dead, 
But ſtrait this Cenſor, in his Whym of Wit, 
Strips, and preſents you naked to the Pit, 
Thus Criticks ſhou'd, like theſe, be branded Foes, 
W for the Poiſon only ſuck the Roſe, 
Rejecting 


„* 
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Rejecting what is ſweet, like Vultures they 

Feed only on the Carrion of a Play, 

Snarling and carping without Wit or Senſe, 

Impeach Miſtakes, o*erlooking Excellence, 

As if to ey*ry Fop it might belong 

Like Senators t0: cenſure, right or wrong. 

But generous Wits have more heroick. Views,” 

And Love and Honour are the Theams they due. 

From yon bright Heav'n.* our Author fetch'd his 
Fire, 

And paints the Paſſions that: your. © Eyes inſpire 3. 

Full of that Flame, his tender Scenes he warms, 

And frames his Goddeſs by your matchleſs Charms, 
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f ieee ne eee inc ainsi: 
A MASQUE, Set to Musiex. 

8 en N ) M | 


The ARGUMENT 
Peleus, in Love with Thetie, &y the Aſſiſtante of 
Proteus obtains her Favour; but Jupiter; in- 
terpoſing, Peleus in Deſpair conſults Prome- 
theus, famous far his Skill in Aſtrolag y; upon 
whoſe Prophecy, that the Son born of Thetis 
ſhould. prove greater than his Father, Jupiter 
defis. The Prophecy, was afterwards verify d 
in Ihe Birth of Achilles, the Son of Thetis &y 
„„ i ol au as). 


"'Pxx$SON Ss in the MasQUE 


e , TOM 11 
Peleus. Thetis. | 


Prometheus appears upon Mount Caucaſus chain d 
to 4 Reck, with the Vulture. at his Breaſt. Pele - 
us enters, addreſſing himſelf to Prometheus, 


Pel. Ondemn'd on cuucaſus to lye, 
| still to be dying, not to die, 
With certain Pain, uncertain of Relief, 
* True Emblem of a wretched Lover's Grief! 
— To whoſe inſpe&ing Eye tis given 
To view the Planetary 'Way, 
To penetrate Eternal Day, 
And to revolve the Starry Heav'n, 
A Wh To 
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To thee, Prometleus, I complain, 
And bring a eee Pain. 


Prom. From Jupiter ſpring all our Woe, . 
Thetis is Jove is, who once was thine 
'Tis vain, O Peleus, to oppoſe; 
Thy Torturer and mine. 
Centented with Deſpair, 15 
O wretched Man! rei gg 
Whom you adore, ox elſe prepare .. 
For Change of; Torments, great as mine, 
*Tis vain, O Peless, to oppole _ 
Thy Torturer and mine. were "FLAG 
Pel. In change of Torment wou'd be Zaſe; 
Cou'd you divine what Lovers bear, 
Even you, Prometheus, wou d confeſs 
There is no Vulture like Deſpaix. _ 


Prom. Ceaſe, cmel Vulture, to devour. 

Pel. Ceaſe, cruel Thetis, to diſdain, Wy 
 THET.IS enters. 

The. Peleus, unjuſtly you complain. | 

Prom, Ceaſe, cruel Vulture, to devour... _ 

Pel. Ceaſe, cruel Thetis, to diſdain. | 

The, Pelens, unjuſtly you complain, 

The Gods, alas! no Refuge find 
From Ills reſiſtleſs Fates ordain : 


I till am true And wou'd be kind, 


| Pel. To love and to languifh,' 
To ſigh and complain, 
How killing's the Anguiſh, 


FL How toxmenting the Pain! 
| - © Suing, | | F 
ara | 
$244 Flying, * 112 } 
Aw Deny: oo * 


O the Curſe of Diſd ain, 
How tormenting's the Pain! | 
PR To love, &cc. 
The. Accurſed Jealoufie, 
Thou Jaundice in the Lover's Eye, 
Thro' which all Objects falſe we ſee. 
Accurſed Jealoafie! 
Thy Rival, Peleus, rules the Sky; "uy 
Yet 1 ſo piles thy Dre. 
With Pelen, I wou'd chuſe to die, 
| Rather than live with Jove. 
JU EITE R appears deſcending. 
But ſee, the. mighty Thundeter's here; 
Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly; 
The Thunderer! the mi ighty Thunderer! ! 
Tiemble, Pelews, tremble, fly. 
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A full prong of all he — and PO 
while Jupiter is deſcending. 
CHORUS. 
But ſee, the mighty Thunderer's here, 
Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly; 
The Thundeter! the mighty Thunderer: 
- Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly. - 
(JUPITER being deſcended :] 
Jup. Preſumptuous Slave, Rival to Fove, 
How dar'ſt thou, Mortal, thus defie 
A Goddeſs with audacious Love, 

And irritate a God with Jealouſie? 
Preſumptuous Mortal, hence =—- * 
Tremble at Omnipotence· 

Pel. Arm'd with Love, and Thetss by. 

I fear no Odds CERES 2 2 
Of Men or Gods, | 
But Fove himſelf defic, | 
Fove; lay thy Thunder down 5 _ _ 
Arm'd with Love, and Thetis by, * 
There is mote Tertot in her Frowu, 
And fiercer Lightning in her Bye: 
I fear no Odds 
Of Men or Gods, 
But Fove himſelf defie. 


Jus. 
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Jap. Bring me Lightning, give me Thiaders | 
Haſte; ye Celops; with your forked Rods, 

This Rebel Love braves all the Gods, 
And every Hour by Love is made 
Some Heav'n-defying Encelade. 54 
Bring me Lightning, give me Thunder. 
Pel. and Ther, Fove may kill; but ne er ſhall ſunder. 
Jup. Bring me Lightning, give me Thunder. 
Pel. and Thet. Jong may 8 — Galt! * 


Ther. Thy pn. Kill and with Pate ol 
Is dreadful-as:thy Hate 
O might it prove to me, oi 
So gentle Pelea were but free, 
O might it prove to ne txt: 
As fatal as to loſt conſuming ge: 1 
Thy Love ſtill am'd with Fate 
Is dreadful as thy Hate. ) 


Prom. Son of Saturn, take Advice . © 
From one, whom thy ſevere Decree. 
Has furtiih'd Leiſure to grow wiſe: | 
Thou xuP& the Gods, but Fate rules 44 
Whoe'er the lumortal Maid compreſſing 
shall taſte the Joy, and reap. the leſfng, 
Thus th' unerring Stars adviſe: + * / 
From that auſpicious Night an Heir mall riſe, 


— 


Faternal 
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Paternal Glories to out- ine, 1 ; 10 
And be the Greateſt of his Line. = 


Jup. Shall then the Son of Verern he . 7 
Like Saturn, by an impious Son! 
Juſtly th* impartial Fates conſpite, 
Dooming that Son to be the Sire 
Of ſuch another Son. | 
Conſcious of IIls that I have done, 
My Fears to Prudence mall adviſe, _ 
And Guilt that made me great, ſhall make me wiſe. 
The fatal Bleſſing I xelign; --, 
L Ging her to Teleus, 
Peleus, take the Maid Divine: 
Fove conſenting, ſhe is thine; : 
The fatal Bleſſing 1 reſi gn. 8 6 
Pel. Hea vn had been loſt; had I been eve; 
There | is no Heavy n like mutual Love. 


Jap. to Prom. And thon, the stars Interpreter, 
Tis juſt 1 ſet thee free, 
Who giv'ſt me Liberty: : 
© Ariſe, and be thy ſelf a Star. 
'Tis juſt I ſer thee free, 4h 
Who giv* me Libert 7. 

[The Vulture drops dead at the Foet of Promethe- 
us, his Chains fall off, and he is born wp to Hea- 
ven With 92212 to 4 loud enn of all the 
8 Piel 
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Pel. Fly, fly to my Arms, to wy Arms, 
Goddeſs of Immortal Charms: 
To my Arms, to my Arms, fly, fly, 
Goddeſs of tranſporting Joy? 
But to gaze 
On thy Face, 
Thy gentle Hand thus preſſing, 
Is heay'nly heav'nly Bleſſing. 
| O my Soul! 
Whither, whither art thou flying? 
Loſt in ſwett tumultuous dying, 4 
Whither, whither art thou flying, 
O my Soul! 


Thet, You ttemble, Pelens--—- $0 do 1: 


Ah ftay, and we Il together die. 
Immortal, and of Race Divine, 


My Soul Mall take her Flight with thine : C 


Life diſſolving in Delight, 
Heaving Breaſts, and ſwimming sicht, 
Falt' ring Speech, and gaſping Breath, 
Symptoms of delicious Death, 

Life diflolving in Delight, ME 
My Soul is ready for the Flight. nat 

oO my Soul! | 
Whither, whither art thou flying? 
Loft in ſweet tumultuous dying, 
Whither, whither art thou flying, 
O my Soul! 


— 


Fel. 
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Pel. and Thet. 


1 toget ber. i w my n _ 
CHORUS of -all the In 4 and Veices 
| Singing and Dancing, "© 


When the Storm is blown over, 
How bleſt is the Swain, 
Who begins to diſcover. 
An End of his Pain. wu; 
. When the Storm, &c. 
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Mritien under Hs. HAR z's Name 
Apon.s Drinking-Glaſs. 


HE Gods of Wine, and Wit, and Lo, 
prepare | 

With chearful-Bowls en che: Fairy) 

Love is.enjoin'd to name his\Fay*rite Toaſt, ' 

And Hare's the Goddeſs that delights him moſt ; 

Phebs approves, and bids the Trumpets ſound, 

And E- in a en be it nt. 
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Written MING the R Fa BO t- 
TON Name upon a Drinking-Glaſs. 


OV E's keeneft Dans ate chaming Kun, $ 
Care, VEG 3's 
Wich the bright Goddefs bob with Beſoair, ; 
The God of Wine the dire Effect foreſees, 
And ſends the Juice that gives the Lover Eaſe. 


oy — _ ths a. * tt _— R _ * ha e ** 
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A Latin Inſcription en à Medal 
for LEWIS XIV. 


N 2070S & ſimilis regnas Ludovice Tonanti, 
Vim ſummam, ſumma cum pietate geris: F. 
Magnus es expanſis Alis, ſod maximus Armis, 
Protegis hine Anglis, Teutones inde. feris. 
Quin cocant toto Titania fader Neno. 
Ila HE antun. m ae. 


Engliſt'd, wind appl'd 60 the Qvu E EN. 


EXT to the Thunderer let ANNA band, 
In Piety Supream, as in Command, 


» ++. WE 7 * 
% vu © 9 * ** 


Fam'd for Victotious Arms and Geterous 11 
Young Auſtria's Refuge, and fierce Bowrbon's Dread: 
Titanian Leagues in vain ſhall brave the Mine, 
When to the Eagle 10 the Thunder join. 
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4 Manning Hymn: 70 * 
Grace the Dutcheſs of Hamilton, | 


Wake bright Homilton, =" ar : 
Goddefs of Love, and, of the Day, 
Awake, diſcloſe thy charming Eyes, 
And ſhow the Sun a brighter Ray: 1 
Phæbus in vain calls forth the bluſhing Wes 
He but creates the Day, which you adorn. 


— 


The Lark that wont with walbling Throat 
| Early eo ſalute the Skies, | 
Or ſleeps, ot elſe ſaſpehds his Note, 
Diſclaiming Day till you atiſe. 
Goddeſs awike; thy Beams diſplay, 
"Reſtore the Univerſe to Light, 
When Hamilton appears, then dawns the Day, 
1 When the _ «pears, begins the = 
— hu narebful vigils keep, - 
For Lovers never, never fleep ! 
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Wait 
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Wait for the-zifing of the Fair, 
0 offer Songs and Hymns of Prayer, 
. Like Perſtans to the Su: 
* Even Lise and Death and Wa f 
You in the Rolls of ancient Donny? 
The Dying ſhall revive, the Living 4 
: But as you Smile, or- Frown. * 
un ) 


-. 


#5 bright 8 axe, 
Goddeſs of Love and of the Day, 
Awake, diſcloſe thy charming Eyes, / 
And ſhow the Sun a brighter, Ray: 
Phabus in vain calls forch che bluming Morn, 


He wok creates a Day, Rs you. aan. 


* * . * = - 
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An Z S8AY upon” Unnatural 
.. Dlights i in Poetry, . 


S when, ſome the of, A * — 
In living Paint, an Artiſt tries to trace, 
He carefully conſults, each beauteous Line, 
Adjuſting to his Object his Deſign; 
we praiſe the Piece, and give the Painter Fame, 
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Poets are Limners of another kind, 2 
To copy out Ideas in the Mind, chown, 
Words are the Paint by which their Thoughts are 
And Nature is their Object to be drawn; 

The written Picture we applaud, or blame, 

But as the juſt Proportions ate the ſame. | : 
Who, driven with ungoyernable Fire, 17 
Or, void of Art, beyond theſe Bounds aſpire, 
Gigantick Forms and monſtrous Births alone 
Produce, which Nature ſhock d diſdains to oun. 
By true Reflection I wou'd ſee my Face, 

Why brings the Fool a magnifying Glaſs? 

But Poetry in Fiction takes Delight, 8 


X -4 * 
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« And mounting in bold Figures out of Sight, 
«© Leaves Truth behind, in her audacious Flight: 
Fables and Metaphors, that always lie, 
« And raſh Hyperboles, that ſoar ſo high, 
« And ev'ry Ornameat of Verſe, muſt die. 
Miſtake me not : No Figures I exclude, | 
And but forbid Intemperance, not Food. 5 
Who wou'd with Care ſome happy Fiction frame, 
So mimicks Truth, it looks the very ſame, 
Not rais'd to force, or feign'd in Nature's Scorn, 
But meant to grace, illuſtrate, and adorn : 
Important Truths ftill let your Fables hold, 

And moral Myſteries with Art unfold; 

Ladies and Beaus, to pleaſe, is all the Task, 

But the ſharp Critick will Inſtruction ask, ' 


: 


122 Poems npon ſeveral Ocraſions. 
As Veils tranſparent cover, but not hide, 
Such Metaphors appear, when, right apply d; 
When, thto the, Phraſe, we plainly, ſee the Senſe, 
Truth with ſuch obvious Meanings will diſpenſe. 
The Reader what in Reaſon's due believes, 
Nor can we call that falſe which not deceixes. 
Hyperboles ſo dating and ſo bold, 
Diſdaining Bounds, are, yet by Rules control'd; 
Above the Clouds, but, yet within our Sight, 
They mount with Truth, and make a tow'ring 
Preſenting Things impoſſible to View, (Flighty 
They wander thro' Incredible,.to. True: 
Falſhoods thus mix d, like Metals are tefin d, 
And Truth, like Silver, leaves the Droſs. behind. 
Thus Poetry. has ample.Space.to ſoar, 
Nox needs forbidden Regions to explore; 
Such Vaunts as his who-can with Patience, read, 
Who thus deſcribes his Hero: when. he's dead? 
« In Heat of Action flain, yet ſcorus to fall, : 
ce But ſtill maintains.the War, and fights at All. 
The noiſie Culyerin, ; 0*ex-charg'd,. lets fly, 
And burſts, unaiming, in the tended Sky; 
Such frantick Flights are like, a Madman 's Dream, 
And Nature ſuffets in the wild Extream. 
The Captive Gagibal, oppꝛeſt with Ghains,. 
Yet braves his Foes, reviles, provokes; diſdains, 
Of Nature fierce, untameable, and proud, 
Hg bids Defiance to the gaping Croud, 


- 


And 


Poemr wpow ſeveral. Occaſions, 123 
And ſpent at laſt, and ſpeechleſs as he lies, 
With fiery Glances mocks their Rage, and dies. 
This is the utmoſt Stretch that Nature can, 
And all beyond is fulſome, falſe, and vain. 
The Roman Wit, who impiouſſy divides 
His Heto, and his Gods, to different Sides, 
1 wou'd condemn, but that, in ſpight of Senſe; 
Th* aditiiring World ſtill ſtands in his Defence: 
The Gods, permitting Traitors to ſucceed, 
_ Become not Parties in an impions Deed, \ 
And, by the Tyrant's Murder, we may find 
That Cato and the Gods were of a Mind. | 
Thus forcing Truth with ſuch prepoſtrousPraiſe, 
Our Chatafters we leſſen, when we'd raiſe; 
Like Caſtles built by Magick Art in Air, 
That vauiſh at Approach, ſuch Thoughts appear; 
But xais'd on Truth, by ſome judicious Hand, 
As on a Rock, they ſhall for Ages ſtand. 
Our King return d, and baniſh'd Peace reſtor d, 
L The Muſe ran mad, to fee het exil'd Lord; 
| on the crack d Stage the Bedlam Heroes xoar'dy. 
And ſcarce cou'd ſpeak one reafonable Word: 
n, Dryden himſelf, to pleaſe a frantick Age, 
| Was forc*d to let his Judgment ſtoop to Rage» 
To à wild Audience he conform'd his Voice, 
„ Comply'd to Cuſtom, but not etr d thro? Choice. 
Deem then the People's, not the Writer's Sin, N 
Almanſor's Rage, and Rants of Maximin; 
ad | G 2 That 
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That Fury ſpent, in each elab' rate Piece, 

He vies for Fame with ancient Rome and Greece, 
Roſcommon firſt, then Mulgrave roſe, like Light, | 

To clear our Darkneſs, and to guide our Flight; 

With ſteady Judgment, and in lofty Sounds, 

They gave us Patterns, and they ſet us Bounds, -. 

The Stag yrite, and Horace, laid aſide, | 

Inform'd by them, we need no Foreign Guide. 

Who ſeek from Poetry a laſting Name, 

May from their Leſſons learn the Road to Fame 

But let the bold Adventurer be ſure 

That ev*ry Line the Teſt of Truth endure ; 

On this Foundation may the Fabrick riſe 

Firm and unſhaken, till it touch the Skies. 

From Pulpits baniſh'd, from the Court, from Love, 

Abandon'd Truth ſeeks Shelter in the Grove; 

Cheriſh, ye Muſes, the forſaken Fair, 

And take into your Train this beauteous Wanderer, 


— 


* 


— _— 
Character of Mr. WyCHERLEY. 


Once to have touch'd upon true Comedy, 
But haſty Shadwell, and flow Wycherley, 
Shadwells unfiniſh'd Works do yet impart 
Sreat Proofs of Nature's Force, tho* none of Art: 
| | | But 


' E all our Modern Wits, none ſeems to me : 
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But Wycherley earns hard whate er he gains, 
He wants no Judgment, and he ſpares no Pains. &c. 


L4. Rocheſter's Poems. 


This Character, however juſt in other Particu- 
lars, yet is injurious in one, Mr. Wycherley being 
repreſented as a laborious” Writer, which every 
Man who has. the. leaſt Perſonal Knowledge of 
him, can contradict. | 
Thoſe indeed/who form their Judgment only 
from his Writings, may be apt to imagine fo ma- 
ny admirable Reflections, ſuch Diverſſty of Ima- 
ges and Characters, ſuch tric Enquiries into 
Nature, ſuch cloſe Obſervations on the ſeveral 
Humours, Manners, and Affections of all Ranks 
and Degrees of Men, and, as it were, ſo true 
and ſo perfect a Diſſection of Humankind, deli- 
ver'd with ſo much pointed Wit agd Force of 
Expreſſion, could be no other than the Work of 
extraordinary Diligence and Application: Where- 
as others, who have the Ha * to be acquaint- 
ed with the Author, as well as bis Writings, are 
able to affirm theſe happy Performances were due 
to his infinite Genius and natural Penetration. 
We owe the Pleaſure and Advantage of having 
been ſo well entertain'd and inſtructed by him, 
to his Facility of doing it: For, if I miſtake him 
not extremely, had it been a Trouble to him to 
write, he would have ſpar'd himſelf that Trou- 
ble. What he has perform'd would indeed have 
been difficult for another; but the Club which a 
Man of ordinary Size could not lift, was but a 
Walking-ſtaff for Hercules. | | 
Mr. Wycherley, in his Writings, has been the 
ſharpeſt Satyriſt of his Time; but, in his Nature, 
he has all the — of the tendereſt Diſpoſiti- 
| 3 ons: 
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ons: In his Wiitings he is Severe, Bold, Unger- 
taking; in his Nature 1 oe Modeft, Inoffen- 
ve! He His 


makes uſe of a 


atyr, as a Man truly 
brave of his Courage, only upon Publick Occaſi- 
ons, and fox Publick Good: He compaſſionates 
the Wounds he is under a Neceſſity to probe, or, 
like a good-natur'd Conqueror, grieves at the 
3 that provoke him to make ſuch Ha- 
yock. | + 7 
There are who object to his/Verſification : But 
à Diamond is not leſs a Diamond for not being 
poliſh'd. Verſification is in Poetry, what Co- 
ouring is in Painting, a beautiful Ornament: 
But if the Proportions are juſt, the Poſture true, 
the Figure bold, and he Reſemblance according 
to Nature, tho the Colours ſhould happen to;be 
rough, or.careleſly laid on, yet may the Piece 
of ineſtimable Value: Whereas the fineſt and the 
niceſt Colouring Art can invent, is but Labour in 
vain, where the reſt is wanting. Our prefent Wri- 
ters indeed, for the moſt part, ſeem to lay the 
whole Streſs of their Endeavours upon the - 
mony of Words; but then, like Eunuchs, t 
facrifice their Manhood for a Voice, and reduce 
our Poetry to be like Echo, Nothing but — K 
In Mr. Wycherley every thing is culine : 
Bis Muſe is not led forth as to a Review, but as 
to a Battel; not adorn'd for Parade, but Execu- 
tion: He would be try d by the Sharpneſs of his 
Blade, and not by the Finery: Like your Heroes 
of Antiquity, he charges in Iron, and ſeems to 
deſpiſe all Ornament, but intrinſick Merit : And 
like thoſe Heroes has therefore added another 
Name to his own, and by the (IF — 2 
ſent of his Cotemporaries, is diſtinguiſ d by the 
juſt Appellation of Manly Wycherlep. | 
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As it is Acted 


At the Qu E E N's Theatre in 
the Hay- Market, 


BY 


Her MAI EST x's Servants. 


— 
* 


— 


Printed in the JR AR 1716. 


—yv— 


3 * — 


Advertiſement to the Reader. 


ELD the Separation of the 
Houſes, when Muſical Per- 
formances. were confin'd to one 
Theatre, and Dramatick to the o- 
ther, it became neceſſary to leng- 
then the Repreſentation of the 
enſuing Poem with ſeveral Alte- 
rations. and Additions, and fome 
entire new Scenes, to fill up the 
Spaces occaſion'd by the Necefli- 
ty of leaving out the Mixture of 
Muſical Entertainment. Which 
Additions are herewith Printed, 
having never been Publiſh'd be- 
fore. | 


G 5 PR O- 


Gor 


— — — — — — — — rt" — — + — — . p, 4 


— 


252 
* lt. 


2 2 


te. A oa 


FO 


PROLOGUE: 
Oets, by Obſervation, find it true, 
Ii harder much to pleaſe themſttves, than Tos: 
To Weave 4 Plot, to Work, or to Refine | 
A labour d Scene, to Polifh-er* ry Line, 
Judgment muſt feat, and feel « Mother's Pains: 
Vain Fools! thus to diſturb and rack their Brains t © 
When, more indylgent to the Writer's Eaſe, 
Tos are tos good to be ſo hard to pleaſe : 
No ſuch convulſtve Pang it will require, 
To write the pretty Things that you admire. 


Our Author then, to pleaſe yo in your Way, 
Preſents you now 4 Bawble of a Play, 
In jingling Nime, well fortißß d and ſtrong, 
He fights entrench' d, o'er Head and Ears, in Song. 
If here and there ſome evil-fated Line 
Shou chance; thre? Inadwertency, to ſhine, 
Forgive him, Beaux, he means you no Offence, 
Bat bags yon, for the Love of Song. and Dance, : 
To pardon all the Poetry and Senſe, 
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Celins, King of Britain, Father Tic. SL, 
to Oriana. oh; n 
conſtantius, Emperor of Rome, we 
Love with Ori... Mr. ons. 
Amadis, a famous Knight-Ad- 7 
venturer, in Love with Oriana, & Mr. Verbruggen, 
and belov'd by her. ] | 
Floreſtan, Companion to 1 » ; 
dis, in Love with cori ſanda. Mr. Husbands, 
Lucius, a Roman. | 


»Arcalaus, an Enchanter, Ene- 1 ' 
my to Amadis. 5 Tur. Wm 


WOMEN. 


«Arcabon, an Enchantrefs Siſter | =O 
to Arcahants. l Durs Barry. 


Oriana. a Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Coriſanda, | Mrs, Porter. 
Urganda, a good Enchantreſs. Mrs. Bowman, 
Delia, her Attendant. Ns. Baker... 


Officers and Guards attending calius; Romans at- 
tending 'Conſtantivs; Ladies attending Oriana; 
Attendants to the ſeveral Enchanters; Knights 
and Ladies Captives; Singers and Dancers. 
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The Curtain riſes to a Fhuriſb of all ſorts of loud 
Muſick, The Scene is a Greve beautify d with 

. Fountains,” Statues, &c. Urganda 7s diſcover'd 
45 in the midſt of ſome Ceremony of Enchantment, 
Thunder during the Muſick, 


Urganda, Delia, and Attendants, 


Vn 0 AND A | 
ob p, ſound, ye. Winds, the 
& rended Clouds divide, 
| Fright back the Prieſt, and ſave a 
[8G trembling Bride; | 
Aſſiſt an injur'd Lover's faithful 
| Love: 1 
An injur d Lover's Cauſe is worthy Fove, 


Det 


21, Beit Basken: 8 


* 
el. Sycceſsfu! 13 ou; Choy" The- Temple | 
"Bed 
The Altat nods, th aſtonich d Prieſt forfakes 
The hallow'd ogra RO from the Bridegoom's 
| Side, 
Breaks off the Rites, and tools the Knot unty d. 


[Thunder again and Muſick, Urganda walks 
down the Scene, weaving her tnchaned * dun- 
ring the following Incantation, 


re ſweet Muſicians of the Sky, 
Hither, hither, fly, Ay, 
And with enchanting Notes all Magick, elſe arb 
Somnd the Trumpet, touch the Lute, 
Strike the Lyre, and tune the Flute 5 
In Harmony, 
Celeſtial Harmony, 
All Magich Charms are found; 
Sound the Trumpet, ſound, 
A Single Voice. 
Jaſon thus to Orpheus ſaid, 
Take thy Harp, and melt the Maid; 
Vows are vain, with Muſick, warm ben 
Play, my Friend, and charm the hamm, 
_ Mark? hark, tis Orpheus play, 
The Cedars dance, the Grove obiy 5. 
Hark, hark again! > 
Medea melts like Proſeryine. 


LiſPring 
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ow ning. ſhe turns? how aft, for eres ! ; 
; 2 #h how Huter each String replies, 

ill on the warbling Note ſhe dies, * 
Ab bow Hast, and how divine! n 

0 1 "tis a Pleaſures 

Tae the Treaſure, 
Greek, i thane. 


CHORUS. 


135 


Sound the Trumpet, touch the Lute, 
Strike the Lyre, and tune the Flut 3 
In Harmany, | * 
Celeſtial Harmony, 
All Magith Charms are found ; 
Sound the Trumpet, ſound. 


Fiſt Dance of Statues. 
A Single Voice. 


When with adoring Looks we gare, 

os bright Oriana's heav*nly Face, 

In every Glance, and every Grace, 
What 1s that we ſee, 
Bute Harmony; © 
Celeſtial Harmony. - 
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Our ITY Hearts leap "up to meet | 
The ' Muſick, of 1 50. and-dance around her Feet: 


fre. This Care for had. 3 ye Gods, hore + 
For what's a Soldier's Recompence but Love? 
When forc' d from Britain, calbd to diſtant War, 
His vanquiſh d Heart remain'd a Captive here; 
Oriana's Eyes that glorious Conqueſt made, 

Nor was his Love ungratefully repaid. 

Del. By Arcabon, like hoſtile Juno, croſt, 

And like «£neas driv'n from Coaſt to Coaſt, 
The wandring Hero wou'd return too late; 
Charg'd by Oriana with the Crimes of Fate; 
Who, anxious of Neglect, ſuſpecting Change, 
Conſults her Pride, and meditates Revenge. 

Vrg. Juſt in the Moment, when Reſentment fires, 
A charming Rival tempts, a rugged King requires z 
Love yields at laſt, thus combated by Pride, 
And the ſubmits to be the Reman's' Bride. 

Del. Did not your Art, with timely Aids, provide, 
Oriana were his Wife, and not his Bride. 

Vrg. In ancient Times, e ex Chivalry was known, 
The Infant World with Monfters overgrown, -, 
Centauts and Giants, nurſt with human Blood, 
And dire Magicians, an infernal Brood, 

Vex'd Men and Gods; but moſt the Fair complain, 
. violated Loves, and Lovers ſlain, 


— 
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To ſhelter Innocence, and injur'd Right, 
The Nations all ele& ſome'Patron-Knight, 
Sworn to be true to Love, and Slaves to Fame, 
And many a valiant Chief entols his Name; 
By ſhining Marks diſtinguiſh'd they appear, 
And various Orders various Enfigns bear. 
Bound by ſtrict Oaths, to ſerve the brighteſt Eyes, 
Not more they ftrive for Glory than the Prize; 
While, to invite the Toil, the faireſt Dame 
Of Britain, is the boldeſt Champion's Claim. | 
Del. Of all who in this Race of Fame delight, \Þ al 
Brave Amadis is own'd the hardy'ſt Knight. | 
Nor Theſeus, nor Alcides, ventur d more, - 
Nor he ſo fam'd, who, bath'd in Monfter's Gore, 
Vpon his creſted Helm the trampled: Dragon 
Vrg. O mighty Amadis what Thanks are due 
To thy victorious Sword, that Ardan flew ? 
Ardan, that black Enchanter, whoſe dire Arts 
Enſlav d our Knights, and broke our Virgins Hearts, 
Met Spear to Spear, thy great deliv'ring Hand 
Slew the Deſtroyer, and redeem' d the Land; * 
Far from thy Breaſt all Care and Grief remove,, 
Orians's thine, by Conqueſt as by Love. | 
Del. The haughty Arcabon, of Ardan's Blood, 
And Arcalaus, Foes alike to Good, 
Gluttons in Murder, wanton to deſtroy, 
Their fatal Arts as impiouſly employ ; 


Heirs 


Nor vent with Doubt, nor preſt with Tyranny, 
The Love-ſick Hero ſhall from Camps remove, 
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Heirs to their Brother's" Hatred, and ſworn Foes 


To Amadis, INTO . 
 &gainſt his Lone and Life. - 
Vvg. Wich equal Case, ö 


Their Vengeance R 
Behold the Time, when tender Love ſnall be 


To reap Reward: The Hero's Pay is Love. 
The Tasks of Glory painful are and hard, 
Bux oh! how bleſt, how ſweet is the Reward! 


V ende . PIN ba. continuing the 
+, ae of Enchantment ; Muſick, playing, and hey 
Attendants repeating the Chorus of the Joregoing 
Incantation till ont of Sight, © The Scene 
te an Apartment in King Delius Palace. or 


., numerous Train of Britons and load th +. 
0= 


ding Conſtantius and Coriſanda, follow*d 
ther — — Men and Women ; the — in 


1 Oriana, Coriſanda, 
F Cen, Lovers conſult not Stars, nor watch the 
Skies, 
But ſeek their Sentence in 1 Charmer 's Eyes. 
Gazeleſs of Thunder, from the Clouds that break, 


My only Omens from your Looks 1 takes 


When my Orians ſmiles, from thence 1 date 
"ve a n . 
Ori. 


e 
* 
8 
es 
er 
f- 
4 
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_- Ori, If from my Looks, your Sentence youwou'd 
Rekold, and be inſtruſted to Deſpair. bear, 
Con. Loſt in a Labyrinth of Doubts and Joys, 
W hom now her Smiles reviv' d, her Scorn deſtroys; 
She will, and ſhe will not, the grants, denies, 
Conſents, retrafts, advances, and then flies, 
Approving and rejefting in à Breath, 
Now preft xing Mercy, now preſenting Death : 
Thus Haping,»thus. Deſpairing, never ſure, 
How watious are the Toments I endure ! 
Cruel Eftate of Doubt! ah! . Princeſs, try 
Onceitoueſolve, or let me live, or die. 
ori. Ceaſe, Prince, the Anger of d Gods to 
move, * 
*Tis now become a Crime to mention Love; 
Our holy Men, interpreting the Voice 
Of Heaven in Wrath, fore aun th U-omen'd 
Choice. adexiſe, 
Con, Strange Rules for Conſtaney your Prieſts 
If Love and Hate muſt vary with your Skies. 
From ſuch vile Servitude ſet Reaſon free 3 
The Gods in ev*ry Circumſtance agree; 1 
To ſuit out Union, pointing out to me, 
In this right Hand, the Scepter that they place 
For me to hold, was meant for you to grace.” 
Thou beſt and faireſt of the beauteous Kind, 


Accept that Empire which the Gods deſigu d, 


And be the charming Miſtreſs of Mankind. 
Ambi 


e 
! 


A mutual Flame, Glory, and young Deſite, 
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Ambition, Love, whatever can inſpire | 


To guide and to adorn the deſtin'd Choice 
conſpire. — 
If Greatneſs then with Beauty may compare, 
And ſure; the Great ate form' d but for the Fair, 
Then *tis moſt plain, that all the Gods decree 
That Las born for you, and you for me. 
car. Nuptials of Form, of Int reſt, or of State, 
Thoſe Seeds of Pride, are fruitful in Debate; 
Let happy Men fer generous Love declate, 
And chuſe the needy Virgin, Chaſte and Fair: 
Let Women to ſuperior Fortune born, 
For naked virtue all Temptations ſcorn, 
The Charm's immortal to a gallant Mind, 
If Gratitude cement whom Love has joyn d. 


And Providence, not niggardly, but viſe, 
Here laviſhly beſtows, and there denies, 


That by each other's Virtue we may riſe: _ - 
| Weak the bare Tye of Man and Wife we find; 
But Friend and Benefactor always bind. 


Enter King Celius with a Guard of Britons. | 


. Cel. Our Prieſts recover, twas a holy Cheat, 
Lead back the Bride, the Ceremonies wait, | 
Ori, What Heav'n forbids ---- 
Cel. *Twas Ignorance of my Will, 
Our Prieſts have better 1earut ; What now is 4 
An, 


8 
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Can, when I pleaſe, be good; and none ſhall dare 
Preach or expound, but what their King wou d heat. 
E'er they interpret let em mark my Nod, 
My Voice their Thunder, this right Arm their God, 
Prince, take your Bride. ü 
ori. Twere impious now to ſuffer 2 5 Hand. \ 
0 eke ng fo Conſtantius, who offers to take her 


al. How dart thou diſobey, when Icommand? 
Mind, mind her not, not be diſturb'd at Tears, | 
[To Conſtantius. 
A cltectael Qualm of Bridal Fears; 
All feign'd and falſe ; while her Deſires ate more 
A real Fire, but a diſſembled Show'r: 
You'd ſee, cou'd you her inward Motions watch, | 
Feigning Delay, ſhe wiſhes for Diſpatch; 
Into a Woman's Meaning wou'd you look, | 
Then read her backward, like a Wizard's. Book, 
On to the Temple lead—-- 
Ori. Obedience is your Due, which 1 muſt pay; 
But as 4 Lover 1 command you, ---- Stay. 
y [Again rejecting his Hand, 
obeyinig him, I'll be obey'd by you. 


„ Con. Not Saints to Heav'n with more Submiſſion 
bow : 


I have no Will but what your Eyes ordain: 
Deſtin d to Love, as they are doom d to Reign. 


ory Ll 
1 


4 


cel, 
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cl. tue Into what Hands, ye Gods? hare 
you reſigu d 
Your World? Are theſe the matters of Mankind 
Theſe ſupple Nun teach our Women 'Scorn, 
1 thank you, Gods, that I'm a B#jtox born. 
Agret thefe Trifles in 4 mort Debate? (grait: 
Woman [To her.] no more of this, but follow 
And you [To him.] be quick, I am not us d to wait. 
4 Exit Celius. 
Oriana fands flent and weeping a-while, Conſtan- 


-tius' looking” concern 4. Aer 4 ſhort Pauſe Oria- 
na ſpeaks; ? 


Or. Your Stats and mine have: choſen * to 
prove N 
Te nobleſt Way how gen tous Men ſhould love; 
All boaſt their Flames, but yet no Woman found 
A Paſſion, where Self- love was not the Ground, 
No we're ador'd, and the next Hour diſpleaſe, 
At firſt your Cure, and after, your Diſeaſe: 
Saves we are made, by falſe Pretences caught; 
The Briton in my Soul diſdains the Thought. 
' Con, So much, ſo tenderly, your Slave adores, 
He has nd Thought of Happineſs, but yours. 
ori. Vows may be feign'd, not mall meer Words 
prevail, : 
1 muſt have Proofs; but Proofs that cannot fail. 
By Arms, by Honour, and by all that's dear 


To Heroes, or 9 Lovers, ſwear, 2 
* 
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Cn. Necds: there an Oath? and enn Ori ſay, 
Thus I command, and doubt if I'll ' obey? 
Ori. Then to be mort; and put you onr of Pain, 


Leave me, and never ſee my Face again. 
Start not, nor look ſurpri d, nor pauſing ſtand, 


Be. your Obedience brief, as my Command. 
Con. Tour ſtrange Command yon we wich ſuch 


an Air, 
Well may 1 pauſe, who-tremble but to hear. 


Love is a Plant of the moſt tender Kind, 


That ſhtinks and ſhakes with ev xy ruffling Wind; 
Suech Words. in jeſt, ſcarce can my Heart ſupport, 
In Pity, ah! forbear ſuch cruel Sport. 

Ori. Our ſerious Fates no Hours for Mirth allow, 
And one ſhort Truth is all my Refuge no wr. 
Prepare then, Prince, to- heat a Secret told, 

That Shame wou' d ſhun, and bluſhing I, untold, > 
But Dangets preſſing, Cowards will grow bold; 
Know then, I loye—--- 
Con, Can yen command Deſpair, yet Love con- 
felss: ;--- bleſs? 
And curſe. with the ſame Breath with which you 
Ori, Miſtake me not — That I do- loyes is true 
But flatter not yout ſelf, it is not you. 
con. Forbid- it, Gods! Strike any where 
there: | 
Let but thoſe Frowns, I that diſdainful Air, 
Benke aceuſtom' d Niceneſs of the Fair; 


Then 
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Then 1 might hope, that Time, aſſiduous Love, 
Vows, Tears, and Pray' rs ſuch Coyneſs might re- 
But if engag' d Recall the fatal Breath [(move: 
That ſpoke that Word · the Sound is inſtant Death. 
Ori. Too late to be recall d, or to deny, 
I own the fatal Truth; if one muſt die, 8 
You are the Judge; ſay is it you, or 1? 


Enter haſtily 4 Briton. 
Brit. The King is much diſpleas d at this Delay. 


con. And let him wait, while tis 57 Will to 


ſtay. 
Ori. Bear back a gentler Anſwer --- We'll obey. 


Con, Hence ey*ry Sound that's either ſoft or kind; 


o for a War like that within my Mind: 

Yes, by the Gods! I cou'd to Atoms tear, 
Confound Mankind, and all the World -- but her, 
Say, Flatterer, ſay, ah ! fair Deluder, ſpeak, 
Anſwer me this, er yet my. Heart does break; 
Since thus engag d, you never cou d intend 
Your Love, why was I flatter d with your Hand? 

Ori. To what a Father and a King thinks fit, 

A Daughter and a Subje& muſt ſubmit, 
Think not from Tyranny that Love can grow; 
1 am a Slave, and you have made me ſo. 

Thoſe Chains that Duty have put on, remove; 
Slaves may obey, but they can never love. 


Y 
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= "Cruel Oriana, much you wrong d my Flame, 
To think that 1 could Tay fo harſh 4 Claim, 
Love is a Subject to himſelf alone, 2s 
And knows no other Empire than his own; 

No Ties can bind, that from Conſtraint ariſe, 
Where either's forced, all Obligation dies: 
Curſt be the Man, who uſes other Art | 
But only Love; to captivate a Heart. 

O fatal Law! requiring to reſign 

The Object loy'd;'or hated, keep her mine. 

Ori. &ccuſe me not of Hate; with equal Eyes 
judge your Merit, and yout Virtue prize; 
Friendſhip, Eſteem be yours : Bereft before 
Of all my Love, what ean 1 offer more! 

Your Rival's Image in your Worth I view, 

And what I lov'd in him, eſteem in you; 

Had your Complaint deen firſt, it mir have 
mov d; 

He then had been eftcem'd, and you beloy'd: 

Then blame not me, ſince nothing bars your Fate, 

But that you pleaded laſt, and came too late. 

[Conſtantihs ſtands in a thoughtful Poſture. 

cor. Thus Mexit's uſeleſs; Fortune holds the 

Scale, 
And ſtill throws in the Weight that muſt prevail; 
Your Rival is not of more Charms poſſeſt, 
A Grain of better Luck has made him bleſt. 


- 
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Con. To love, and have the Power to poſſeſa, 
And yet reſign, can Fleſh and Blood do this? 
Shall Nature, erring from her firſt Command. 
Self-Preſexvation, fall by her own Hand? | 
By her own AR, the Springs of Life deſtroy, 
The Principles, and Being of hex Joy ? | 

| Senſual and baſe--- Can Nature then approve 
- Bleſlings obtain'd, by cuxkng whom we love? 
Poſſeſſing, ſhe is loſt ; renouneing, I; | 
Where then's the Doubt? Die, die, Confantias, die, 
Honour and Love, ye Tyrants, I obey, 
Where-e' er your ervel Call direfts my way, * 
To Shame, to Chains, or to a certain Grave, 
Lead on, unpitying Guides, behold your Slave. 
Ori. Love's an ignoble Joy, below your Care, 
Glory ſhall make amends with Fame in War; 
 Honour's the nobleſt Chace, purſue that Gamo 
And recompence the Loſs of Love with Fame: 
If ſtill again ſuch Aids your Love prevails, | 
Yet Abſence is a Cuse that ſeldom. fails. 

Con, Tyrannick Honour! | * Amends canft 

thou 
E'er make my Heart, by 8 my Brow? 
Vain Race of Fame! unleſs the Conqueſt prove 
In ſearch of Beauty, to concſude in Love. 
Frail Hope of Aids! for Time or Chance to give 
That Love, which ſpite of Cruelty can live! 


From 
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From your Diſdain, ſince no Relief I find, 
I muſt love Abſent, whom I love Unkind ; 
Tho” Seas divide us, and tho* Mountains part, 
That fatal Form will ever haunt my Heart. 
O! dire Reverſe of Hope, that I endure, 
From ſure Poſſeſſion, to Deſpair as ſure! 
Farewel, Oriana; yet, Cer I remove, 
Gan you refuſe one Tear to bleeding Love? 

Ah no, take heed, turn, turn thoſe Eyes away, 4a 
The Charmw's fo firong, 1 ſhall for ever ftay. 
Princeſs rejoyce, for your next News ſhall be, 
pac dies to ſet Oriana free. 


7 [Exenmt 3 
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ACT II. 8 CEN E 1. 
SEN E, A thick: wooded Foreſt. 

Enter Arcabon fene penſive, 4 Arcalaus. 


Arcab. 0 Warning of th approcchingTieme, 
| Swiftly like ſudden Death it came; 
Like- Travellers by Light'ning kill'd, 


1 n the Moment 1 beheld. 


In n ſo e ane are W 
Is with a Mind as nobly grac'd; 

The Caſe, ſo ſhining to behold, 

1s Ad with richeſt Geldg-qne Gold. 


To what my Eyes admir d befores.. 
I add a thouſand Graces more, 
And Fancy blows into a Flame | 
The Spark, that Frog 3d Beauty came. 


The Object, thus rer d by Thought, | 
By my own Image I am caught. 

Pygmalion ſo with fatal Art, 

Poliſht the Form that ſtung his Heart. 


* * * a Arcal, 
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arent: Rodent ſay, whence ſuch Replies as 
Thou anſwerſt Love, I ſpeak of Amadis. [theſe? 
Arcab. Swiftly he paſt, and as in Sport purſu;d 
The ſavage Herd, and hunted round the Wood; 
 [Seeming not to mind him. 
Tygers and Wolves in vain his Stroke withſtand, 
Cut down, like Poppies. by the Reaper's Hand; 
Like Mars he look d, as terrible and ſtrong, 
Like Jove majeſtick, ke Apollo young; 
With all their Attributes divinely grac d, 
And ſure their Thunder in his Arm was plac'd. 
Arcal. Who paſs'd? who look'd? 
Arcab. Ah! there's the fatal Wound, 
That tears my Heartſtrings -- But he ſhall be found: 
Yes, ye Infernals, if there's Pow'r in Art, 
My Arms ſhall hold him, as he graſps my Heart. 
Shall I, who can draw down the Moon, and keep 
The Stars confin'd, enchant the boiſt' rous Deep, 
Bid Boreas halt, make Hills and Foreſts move, 
; Shall I be baffled by this Trifler, Love? s 
Areal. Suſpend theſe Follies, and let Rage 
ſurmount, 
A Brother's Death requires a ſtrict Account 
To Day, to Day, perhaps this very Hour, 
This Moment, now, the Murth*rer's in our Pow'r. 
Leave Love in Cottages and Cells to reigh,  -- 
With Nymphs obſcure, and with the lowly Swain. 


| | K 3 ' Who 
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Who waſte their Days md Strength in fich ton 
Joys, | 
Are Fools, that barter precious Life for Toys. 
Arcab. They're Fools who preach we waſte our 
Days and Strength; 
What is a Life, whoſe only Charm is Length? 
Give me a Life that's Hort, and wing d with Joy, 
A Life of Love, whoſe Minutes never cloy; 
What is an Age in dull Renown drudg'd o'er? 
One little fingle Hour of Love is more. 


An Attendant enters haſtily, and ay 
Arcalaus. 


Areal. See it perform'd - And thou malt be, 

Dire Inſtrument of Hell, a God to me. 
[Exit Attendant. 

He comes, he comes, juſt ready to be caught. 
Here Ardan fell, here on this fatal Spot | 
Our Brother dy*d ; here flow'd that precious Gore, 
The purple Flood, that cries ſo loud for more: 
Think on that Image, ſee him on the Ground, 
His Life and Fame both bury'd in one Wound. 
Think on the Murderer, with inſulting Pride 
_ Tearing the Weapon from his bleeding Side, 
Oh think 

Arcah. What need theſe bloody Images to moye? 
Revenge 1 will --- And would ſecure my Love. 
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- Why thou'd I of a Frailty mameful be, 1 
From which no Mortal yet was ever free? 1 
Not fierce Medea, Miſtreſs of our Art, 
Nor Ciree, not Galypſe 'ſcap'd the Smart. 
If Hell has Pow'r, both Paſſions 1 will pleaſe, 
My Anger and my Love ſhall both have Eaſe. 
Lead on, Magician, make Revenge ſecure, 
* and mall ſtrike as ſure. 

1 go off. 


Ociana — Coriſanda ape. " entring from the low- 
er Part of the Scene. 


Ori. Thrice happy they, who thus in Woods 
and Groves, 
From Courts retir d, poſſeſs their peaceful Loves. 
Of royal Maids, how wretched is the Fate, 
Born only to be Victims of the State, 
Our Hopes, our Withes, all our Paſſions ty'd 
For publick Uſe ; che Slaves of ochers Pride. 
Here let us wait th* Event, on which alone 
Depends my Peace, I tremble till tis known. 
Cor. So generous this Emperor's Love does ſeem, 
*Twould juſtifie a Change, to change for him. 
[Flowriſh of Mc as in the F oreſt, 
ori. Oft we have heard ſuch airy Sounds as theſe, 
| Which in ſoft Muſick mar” ring theo? the Trees, | 
Salute us as we paſb | 
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Cor, The Air we breathe ſure. is inchanted Air. 
[They liſten, looking about as ſurprix. d. 
= 42 


Enter ſeveral of Artalauy's Magicians reproſtmting 
Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes, inging and * 2 


A SHEPHERDESS 


. Follow ye Nymphs and Shepherds all, 
Come celebrate this Feſtival, 

And merrily ſing, and ſport, and play, 

For *tis Otiana*s Naptial Day. 


To Oriana.] Queen of Britain, and of Leve, 

Be happy as the Bleſt above; | | 

A joyful Day is in thy Power, 

Seize, O ſeize the ſmiling Hour. 

- Graces numberleſs attend thee, * 

Tie Gods as many Bleſſings ſend thee : 3751 

Be happy as; the Bleſb above, MOR thus 48 

._ of en, and of Love, 11 
Ereunt, foging in 


CHO K v 8. 
Follow ye Were, dc. 


Ori. Prepoſtrous Noptials, 0 all e ey: 17 Breaſt 
With Joy, but only hers, who, hoy'd be bleſt. 


* Cor, 


The'Britiſh' Exchanters, 153 
cur. Sure ſome Magician keeps hisRevels here: 
Princeſs retire, there may be Danger near. 

Ori. What Danger in ſuch gentle Notes can be? 
Thou Friend to Loye,'thrice-pow'rful Harmony, 
PI follow thee ---- Play on 
Muſick's the Balm of Love, it charms Deſpair, 
Suſpeads the Smart, and ſoftens ev*ry Care. 

[Exeunt, following the Muſick, 


7 


Arcalaus enters, with an Attendant, obſerving them. 


Arcal. Finiſh the reſt, and then be freg as Air: 
My Eyes ne'er yet beheld a Form ſo fair. 
Happy beyond my Wiſh, I go to prove | 
At once, the Joys of ſweet Reyenge and Love. 

| E LExeunt, following. 


Enter Amadis and Floreſtan. 


f . Miſtake me not No, PRA ſhall die, 
If me is pleas'd, but not diſturb her Joy. 
Nice Honour ſtill engages to requite 


Falſe Miſtreſſes, and proud, with Slight for Slight, 


But if, like mine, the ſtubborn Heart retain 
A wilful Tenderneſs, the Brave muſt feign, 
In private grieve, but with a careleſs Scon 
In publick, ſeem, to triumph, not to mourn. 
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Flor. Hard is the Task, in Love ot Grief to feign, 
When Paſſion is ſincere, it will complain: 


Doubts that from Rumour roſe, you ſhou'd ſuſpend, 


From evil Tongues what Virtue can defend? 
In Love, who injures by a raſh Diſtruſt, 


Is the Aggreſſor, and the firſt unjuſt. 


Amad, If the is true, why all this Nuptial Noiſe 
still ecchoing as we paſs her guilty Joys? 
Who to a Woman truſts his Peace of Mind, 
Truſts a frail Bark, with à tempeſtuous Wind. 
Thus to Ulyſſes, on the Stygian Coaſt 
His Fate enquitring, ſpake Atrides Ghoſt ; 
Of all rhe Plagues with which the World is curſt, 
Of ey*xy. Hl, a Woman is the worſt 3 
Truſt not a Woman. --- Well might he adviſe, 
Who periſt'd by his Wife's Adulteries. 
Flor. Thus in Deſpair, what moſt we love, we 
wrong; | 
Not Heav'n eſcapes the impious Atheiſt's Tongue. 
Amad. Enticing Eracodiles, whoſe Tears are 
Death; 
Sirens, that murder with enchanting Breath : 
Like Egypt's Temples, dazling to the Sight, 
Pompouſly deck d, all gaudy, gay, and bright; 
With glitt ring Gold and ſparkling Gems they thine; 
But Apes and Monkeys are the Gods within, 
Flor. My Love attends with Pain, while you 72 
T his angry Theme: 1 have a Miſtreſs too: [ue 
The 
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The faultleſs Form no ſectet Stains diſgrace, - 
A beauteous Mind unblemiſh'd as het Face, 
Not painted and adorn'd to varniſn Sin, 
Without all Goddeſs, all Divine within, 
By Truth maintaining what by Love the got, 
A Heay'n without a Cloud, a Sun without a Spot. 
Amad. Forgive the Viſions of my frantick Brain, 
Far from the Man 1 love, be all ſuch Pain: | 
By the immortal Gods I ſwear, my Friend, 8 


The Fates to me no greater Joy cou'd ſend, 
Than that yout Labours meet a! proſp tous End, 
After ſo many glorious Toils, that you 
Have found a Miſtreſs, beautiful and true. 
Oriana and Corifanda without. 
ori. and cor. Help, help, oh! Heav us, help -—- 
Amad. What Cries ate theſe? 
Flor. It ſeem'd the Call of Women in Diſtte(s. 
of ſavage Beaſts and Men a — Brood. 
roſſeſs this Land --- ; 
Ori, and Cor, Help, help--- 
Amad. Again the Cry's renew'd: 
Draw both. our Swords, and fly with Speed to faves. 
Th Oppreſt have a. ſure Refuge in the Brave. 
[Exemnt drawing their Swords. 
ad Cotiſ croſs the | 
ES, by Ger Ain, at 2 * 


eri. and cor, Help, help. 
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Party. Purſue, purſu e. 

* , * (Flor. croſſes the Stage following the Purſuit. 
Arcalaus enters fighting, and retreating before A- 
FT --» 1+ madis; CS 6th ? 


Areal. Forbear, raſh Mortal, give thy Frenzy 
o'er, | AER; EN | 
For know thou tempt'ſt a more than mortal Pow r. 


* 


Amad. Think not my Sword ſhall give the leaſt 
Reprieve, 1 | 


Twere Cruelty to let ſuch Monſters live. 


{Floreſtan re-enters retreating before, another Par- 
ty, is ſeix d, diſarm d, and carry'd off. 


Arral. Yet pauſe, and be adyis'd; avoid thy 
J 
Without thy Life, my Vengeance is compleat: 
Behold thy Friend born to eternal Chains, 
Remember Ardan now, and count thy Gains. 

Amad. Like Ardar'”s be thy Fate, unpity d fall, 
Thus I'Il at once revenge, and free em all. 


Fight again, Arcalaus ſtill retreating "till off the Stage. 
Inſtruments of Horror are heard under Ground, 
and in the Air. Monſters and Dæmons riſe from 
under the Stage, whilſt others fly down" from a- 
bove, croſſing to and fro in Confuſion : Claſhing of 

 <xOwords behind the Scenes: Thunder and Lightning, 

Auring which Time the Stage is darken d. On the 

| ſudden 4 Flouriſb of all the Muſick ſucceeds, the 
J clears, and the Scene changes to a pleaſant 

Proſpett ; Amadis appears leaning on his why > 
7 r 


5 88 
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pd furry rounded. by Shepherds and — who 

with Songs, Muſick and” Dancer 3.125 the fol 
| lowing Enchantment, 


A SHEPHERD. 
Love, Creator Love, appear, 
Attend and hear 5 
«Appear. | 


A SHEPHERDESS. 


9 Love, Creator Love, | 

Parent of Heau'n and Earth, 
Delight of Gods above, 

To thee all Nature owes her Birth, 
Loves Creator Lv 


CHORUS: 


Appear, appear, 
Attend and hear, 
«Appear... 


s HE FHH FR p. 


All that in ambient Air does move, 
Or teems on fertile Fields below, 


WTF 67 parker i in the Ke. * 
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Or does in rowling Waters flo, 


: Spring from the Seeds that thow ul ſow, 
_ Creator Love, 


CHORUS. 


«Appear, appear,. 
«Attend and heat, 
«Appear. * 


SHEPHERDESS. 


When Love it away, 
Or is not ors, 
How dull is th Day, 
How flow the Howrs ! 

When Love is away there 3 no \ Delight 5, 

How dull is the Day, 

When Love g away, 

How dull is the Day, 

How flow the Honrs ;. 
But wing d with Love, he ſuift is the Flight, 


= 3 7 | 6 
HO AUS. 
| Better i in Love 4 Slave to be, 
Than with the wideſt Empires free. 


{S$ywphony for Diſcord: 
ODE 
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ODT fot D15Conm: 


When Love away, then Diſtord reigns t: 
The Furies he unchains, 
Bids olus wnbind 
The Northern Wind, 
That fetter d lay in Caves, 
And root up Trees, and plough the Plains. 
Old Ocean frets and raves, 
From their deep Roots the Rocks he tears, 
Whole Deluges lets fly, 
That daſh againſt the SKY, 
And ſeem to drown the Stays. 
Th aſſaulied Clouds return the Shock 
Blue Lightning finge the Waves, 
And Thunder rends the Neck. 
Then Jove uſwrps his Father Croun, 
Inſtructing Mortals to aſpire; 
The Father would deſtroy the Son, 
The Son dithrones the Sire. 
The Titans, to regain their Right, 
Prepare to try a ſecond Fight, 
Briareus arms his hundred. Hands, 
And marches forth the bold Gigantick Bands, © 
Pelion «por Offa thrown. 


Seep Olympus they invade, 7 
6 
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Gods and Giants tumble down, . 
"And Mats is fe:/'d by Encelade, 

Horror, Confuſs on, vengeful Ire, 
| Daggers, Poiſon, Sword, and Fire, 
To execute the deſtin d Wrath conſpire : 
The Furies looſe their ſuak y Rods, 
And laſh both Men and Gods, 


Chorus of Inſtrumental Muſick for Diſcord. 
SYMPHONY-for LOVE, 
SHEPHERDESS. 


But when Love bids Diſcord ceaſe, 
The jarving Seeds. unite in Peace; 

O the Pleaſures paſt expreſſing ! 

All is Foy, and all is Bleſſing. 
Hail to Love, and welcome Foy, 
Hail to the delicious Boy 

In Cyprus firſt the God was. known 3 

Then coaſting to the Main, 

In Britany he, f d his Reign, 2 

And in Otiana s Eyes his Throne. 


CHORUS. 


Hail to Love, and welcome 7. 
Hail to the delicious 36% T 


Nr, 'S : Y 


Cet 
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See the Sun from Love returning, 
Love's the Flame in which hes burning. 
See the Zephyrs. kiſſing cloſe; 
n Flora' Breaſt their Wings repoſe. 
Hail to Love! the ſofteſt Pleaſure ; 
Love and Beanty reign for ever. 


D A N E. 


Dance of Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes,, 
Shepherdeſs to Amadis. 


Now Mortal prepare, 40 
For thy Fate 1s at hand; ; 
Now Mortal prepare - 
Ad ſurrender, | 
For Love ſhall ariſe, 
mom no Pow'r can withſtand, 
Who rules from the Skies 
To the Center. 
Now Mortal prepare, 
For thy Fate is at Hand; 
Now Mortal prepare 
And ſurrender, 
Otiana riſzs enchanted, repoſing on 4 Bed of Flau- 
ers, Amadis ſeeing her, throws away his Sword, 
and offers to vun to her, but is ſeix/d'in the ſame 


— 


Amad 
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Amad. PII break theo' all Enchantment to thoſe 
Arms, 
| lam all Love, and thoa all over link, 
[Here he in ſeiz'd: Oxiana wales and riſes. 
Ori, In what enchanted Regions am 1 loft? 
Am 1 aliye? Or wander here a Ghoſt? 
Art thou too dead? _ 
Amad. Wherte-e'er you ate, the Realms of Bliſs 
muſt be | 
I ſce my Goddeſs, and tis Heav'n to \ fre! 
Stand off --- and give me way 
Ori, No --» keep him there, 
Th' ungrateful Traitor, let him not come near: 
Convey the Wretch where S3/yphns atones 
For Crimes enormous, and where Tity®s * 
With Robbers and with Murderers let him prove 
Immortal Pains 2 for he has murder d Love. 
Amad. Have 1 done this ! 
Ori, Baſe and perfidious, Man, 
Let me be heard, and anſwer-if you can. 
Was it your Love, when trembling by your Side 
I wept, and I implor'd, and almoſt dy'd, 
Urging your Stay --- Was it your Love that bore 
Your faithleſs Veſſel from the Britiſb Shore? 
What ſaid 1 not, upon the fatal Night, 
When you. avow'd your meditated Flight? 
Was it your Love, that prompted you te part 
To leave me dying, and to break my Heart? 


4. 
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See whom you fled, Inhuman and Ingrate, 
Kepent your Folly, but repent too late. 

Amad, Miſtaken Princeſs ! By the Stars above, 
The Pow'rs below, and by Immortal Jeve, 
Unwilling and compell' d — | 
ori. Unwilling and compell'd! Vain, vain Fre- 
Fot baſe Neglect, and cold Indifference. [tence, 
Was it your Love, when by thoſe Stars above, 
Thoſe Pow'rs below, and that Immortal Fove, 
You vow'd, before the firſt revolving Moon 
You wou'd return - Did you return? The Sun 
Thrice round the circled Globe was ſeen to move, 
lou neither came, norſent+-- Was this your Love? 

 «Amad. Thrice has that Sun beheld me on your 

Coaſt, 
By Tempeſts beaten, and in Shipwrecks loft. 
ori. And yet you choſe thaſe Perils of the Sea, 
Of Rocks, and Storms, or any thing, but me. 
The raging Ocean, and the Winter Wind, 
Touch' d at my Paſſion, with my Withes join'd. 
No Image, but of certain Fate, appear'd, 
Leſs I your Abſence, than your Danger fear d; 
In vain they threaten d, and 1 ſu'd in vain, 
More deaf than Storms, more cruel than the Main, 
No Pray'r, nor gentle Meſſage cou'd prevail, 
To wait a calmer Sky, or ſofter Gale; 
You bray*d the Danger, and deſpis'd the Love, 
Nor Death cou' d fright, nor Tenderneſs cou'd 
move. Amad. 


2 — — 22 
22——— — . — — — 
\ 


— —— 


4 
) 
1 
4 
* 
d 
* 
| 
| 


2364 The Biitiſh Euchanters. 


Amad. Of our paſt Lives, the Pleaſure, and the 
Fixt in my Soul, for ever ſhall remain: Lain, 
Recall more gently my unhappy State, | 
And charge my Crime, not on my Choice, but Fate: 
In Mortal Breaſt, ſure, Honour never wag d 


So dire a War, nor Love more fiercely. rag'd; 


You ſaw my Torment, and you knew my Heart, 
"Twas Infamy to ſtay, *twas Death to part, 
Ori. In vain you'd cover, with the Thirſt of Fame, 
And Honour's Call, an odious Traitor's Name; 
Cou'd Honour ſuch vile Perfidy approve? 
Is it no Honour, to be true to Love? 
O Venus arent of the Trojan Race, 14 
In Britain too, ſome Remnants found a Place ; 
From Brate deſcending in a Line direct, 
Within theſe Veins, thy fav'rite Blood reſpeR ; 35 
Mother of Love, by Men and Gods rever'd, 
Confirm theſe Vows, and let this Pray'r be heard. 
The Briton to the Gaul henceforth ſhall bear 
Immortal Hatred, and Eternal War; 1 | 
Nor League, nor Commerce, let the Nations know, 
But Seeds of eyerlaſting Diſcord grow ; | 
With Fire and Sword the faithleſs Race purſue, 
This Vengeance to my injur'd Love is due: 


*Rife from our Aſhes ſome avenging Hand, 


To curb their Tyrants, and invade their Land; 
Waves fight with Waves, and Shores wieh' Shores 


We le our r Sons 1 the ſame Kage. lengage, 


Amad. 


— 
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Amad, Might I be heard one Word in my De- 
e - [Pretence 
Ori. No, not a Word. What ſpecious fotc'd 
Wou'd you invent, to gild a weak Defence? 
To falſe Æneas, when, twas given by Fate > 
To tread the Paths of Death, and view the . 
gian State, 
Forſaken Dido was the firſt that ſtood 
To ſtrike his Eye, her Boſom bath'd in Blood 
Freſh from her Woundg Pale Horror and Affright 
Seiz'd the falſe Man, confounded at the Sight, 
Trembling he gaz'd, and ſome faint Words he 
ſpoke, 
Some Tears he ſhed, which, with diſdainful Look, 
Unmov'd ſhe heard, and ſaw, nor heeded more; 
Than the firm Rock, when faithleſs Tempeſts roar. 
With one laſt Glance, his Falood the upbraids, 
Then ſullenly retires, and ſeeks eternal Shades. 
Lead me, O lead me, where the bleeding Queen, 
With juſt Reproaches, loads perfidious Men, 
Baniſh'd from Joy, from Empire, and from Light, 
In Death involve me, and in endleſs Night, 8 
But 22 — that odious Object from my Sight. ; 
| LExit. 


Ly 


- Enter 


Enter 1 Wa 


Areal. With ber laſt Words the ſign d his 95 
ing Breath; "1 
Convey him ftrait to Tortures and to Death. 
Amad. Let me not periſh with a Traitor's Name! 
Naked, unarm'd, and ſingle as I am, 
Looſe this right Hand, I challenge all thy Odds 
Of Heav*n, or Hell, of Demons, or of Gods. 
Arcal. Hence to his Fate the Valiant Boaſter beat. 
. [They force him off. 
For him, let our infernal Prieſts prepare 
Their Knives, their Cords, and Altars --» But fax 
.* 7 her, 
Soft Beds, and flow ry Banks, ad fragrant Bow'rs, 
Muſick and Songs, apd all thoſe melting Pow'rs 
with which Love ſteals on Hearts, and tunes the 
, ES | 
To tenderneſs and yielding 
Superior Charms, enchant us to be kind. | 
| ¶Excunt. 


I 


. 


Fe 


F Arxealaus and Arcabon meeting, 
Avcat. 


Elcome as after Datknefs gend 

Light, 8 : 

Or to the weary Wanderer downy Night: 
Smile, ſmile, O Arcabon, for ever ſmile, 

And with thy gayeft Looks reward my Toil : 
That ſullen Air but ill becomes thee now, 

See ſt thou not glorious Conqueſt on my Brow? 
Amadis, Amadis >=» 

Arcab. Dead, or in Chains? Be gon in thy 
- Reply. 

Arcal. He lives, my Arcabon, but lives to die. 
The gnawing Vulture, and the reftleſs Wheel, 
Shall be Delight to what the Wretch ſhall feel. 

Arcab. Goddeſs of dire Revenge, Erimys riſe, 
With Pleaſure grace thy Lips, with Joy thy Eyes; 
Smile Iike the Queen of Love, and ſtrip the Rocks 
Of Pearls and Gems, to deck thy jetty Locks, 


With chearful Tunes diſguiſe thy hollow Throat, 
And emulate the Lark and Linnet's Note; 


Let Envy's ſelf rejoice, Deſpair be gay, 

For Rage and Murder ſhall triumph to Day. 
Arcal. Ariſe, O Ardan, from the hollow Womb 

Of Faxth, ariſe, burſt from thy brazen Tomb, 


Beat 
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Bear witneſs to the Vengeance we prepate, 
Rejoice, and feſt for Eyer void of Care. 
Arcab. Pluto ariſe, Infernal King releaſe 
Thy tortur d Slaves, and let the damn' d have Peace, 
But double all their Pains on Amadis. (Plain 


Arcal. Mourg. all ye Heay ns, above Jon aue 


Let Grief abound, and Lamentation reign, 
The Thungderer with Tears bedew his Sky... |. 
For Amadis, his Champion, s doom'd to die. 
Arcah, Death be my Cape: For to PE 
his Woe, . 
The Slave ſhall periſh by a Woman? s Blow; -.: 
Thus each by turns ſhall his dire Vow fulfill: 
Twas thine to conquer, and 'tis mine to kill, 
Arcal, So look'd Med#a, when her Rival Bride, 
Upon her nuptial Day, conſuming dy'd: 
O never more let Love diſguiſe a Face, 
By Rage adorn'd with ſuch triumphant Grace, 
Arcab, In ſweet Revenge inferior Joys are loſt, 
And Love lyes ſhipwrack'd on the ſtormy Coaft ; _ 
- Rage rules all other Paſſions in my Breaſt, 
And ſwelling like a Torrent, drowns the reſt. 
Should this curſt Wretch, whom moſt wy Soul ab- 
bors, 
Prove the deat Man whom moſt my Soul adores, 
Love ſhou'd in vain defend him with his Dart, 
Thro' all his Charms I'd tab him to the Heart. 
| 7 | [Exennt, 
SCENE 


C- — 
me 


”W WH» ww 6 w/w £ 


The Britiſh Enchanters, fs 1 69 
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SCENE. u. 


Euer Conſtantius, Celius, Lucius a Roman, and 
Guard of Britons. 


nee à Safeguard, menac'd and confin'd 
Do Royal Gneſts no better Ufage find? 
Are theſe the Cuſtoms of the Bririſb Court? 
ere only then let Beaſts; not Men, reſort. 
is Treatment, Briton, from another Man 
Cel. It is my Will, and help it as you can. 
From Contracts ſign'd, and Articles agreed, 
With. 8r:ts Faith it ſuits not to tecede: 
How may the World interpret ſuch Neglect, 
And on her. Beauty, ot her Fame reflect)? 
Roman, conſidet well what Courſe you run, 
Reſolve to be my Priſoner, or my Son. 
If this ſounds rude, then know, we Britons flight ) 
The ſupple Arts that Foreigners delight, 
Nor — on Forms to vindicate our Right. | 
TH ern [Exit King Celins. 
Luc, Happy Extremity! nom, Prince, be bleſt, 
Of all you love, and all you wiſh poſſeſt; 
No Cenſure you incur, conſtrain'd to chuſe, 
Poſſeſt at once of Pleaſure and Excuſe. 8 
Con, If for my ſelf alone 1 wou'd poſſeſs, 
'Twere ſenſual Joy, and brutal Happineſs : 


I When 


40 The Britiſh Exchanters. 

When moſt we love, embracing and embrac'd, 
The Particle ſublime of Bliſs, 'is-plac'd ſrafte. 
In Raptures that we feel the raviſh'd Charmer 
Oriana, no tho? certain Death it be, 

1'il keep my Word 1'11 die, or ſet thee free. 
Haſte Lucius, haſte, ſound loud our Trumpets, call 
Our Guard to Arms, tho? few, they te Reman all. 
Now tremble, ſavage: King, a Neman Hand 
Shall ne er be bound, that can a Sword command. 


As they go off, re-enter Celius haſtily,” attended as 
| _—_— 23 736 


cl. Not to be found! ae mutt, ae. hall be 
found A 
Diſperſe out Parties, ſearch our Kingdoms £2404 
Follow conſtantius, ſeize him, torture, kill, 
Traitor! what Vengeance I can have, .1 will. 
Well have thy Gods, O Rome, ſecur'd thy Peace, 
Planted behind ſo many Lands and Seas, 
Or thou ſhould'ſt feel me. City, in thy Fall, 
More dreadful than the Sæmnite or the Gaul; 
But to ſupply and recompence this Want, 
Hear, O ye Guardians of our Iſle, and grant 
That Wrath may riſe, and Strife immortal come 
_Bertwixt the Gods of Britain, — of vs 
12411 Exit. 


a The 
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The Scene changes to 4 Scene of Tombs and Dunge- 
ons; Men and Women. chain d in s oppoſite to 
each other; in the Front of the Cuptives Floreſtan 
and Coriſandas A Guard of Damons. Pluin- 
tive Muſick, 


To be ſung by a Captive King. 
Look down, ye Pow'rs, look down, 7 


And caſt a pitying Eye 
Upon a Monarch's Miſery. 


Look down, look down. 
T1 who but now, on Thrones of Gold, 
s f Gave Laws te Kingdoms uncontreul' d, 
| To Empire born, | 
5 Ss © From Empire torun, 


A wretched Slave, 
A wretched Slave, 
_ Am now of Slaves the Scorn. 


Alas ! the Smiles of Fortune prove 
V variable as Womens Love. 
Look down, ye Pow'rs, look down, 
Ad oaft à pitying Eye, 


ne Vpon a Monarch*s Miſery. 
| Look down, look down, 
it, Avenge affronted Majeſty, 
Avenge, avenge, avenge, 
Affronted Majeſty. 


8 L 2 | By 


ET Captive. Lover. 
The _— Mortal 0ude were we, 
I lov'd Myra, Myra me; 
Each deſirous of the Bleſſing. 
Nothing Wanting but Poſſeſſ ing: 5 


I lov*d Myra, Myra me, 4 | 
[tbe happy ſt . Mortals once were We. 


But ſince cruel Fares diſſever, 

Torn from Love, and torn for every 
Tortwres end me, | 
Death befriend me: 

of all Pains, the greuteſt Pain 

L to love, and love in vain, 


By a Captive Libertine. 


Lak F 1 
Plague #s not with idle Stories, 
-Whining Loves, and ſenſtleſs Glorie, 
"What are Lovers, ubat ave Kings, 
What at beſt bur fleviſh Things : 
i es oa, 

Free I livꝰd as Nature made me, 
Love nor Beauty durſt invadt me, 


No 


The Britiſh Enchanters,, 173; 
No rebellious Slaves betray d me, 
Free I liv'd_ as Nature made me. 
Thane. III. | 
Each by Turns, as Senſe inſpir'd me, | 
Bacchus, Ceres, Venus Fred me; , 
I alone have loſt true Pleaſure, 
| Freedom is the only Treaſure, 


Chorus of Dæmons, Abe Horror and 
N 


VT Te 
Quid, ye Slaves, Your . Hiwicleſe Grievivg, 
No, no, 
The Powers below : 
No Pity know, ' 

aaf, 2. Slaves, your fruitleſs Grieping) 
| No, No, 

The Powens below 

No Pity know, 
- Ceaſe, he Slaves, your fruitleſs Grjeuing, 


Flor. to cur. To taſte of Pain, and yet to gaze 
on thee, 
To meet, and yet to mourn, but ill agree. 
well may the Brave contend, the Wiſe contiiye, 
In vain againk their Stars the deſtin d ſtrive. 
cure Soto th appointed Grove, the feather d Pair © 
- Fly chirping on, unwatchful af the Snare, 
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Purſuing Love, and wing'd with am*rous Thought, 
The wanton Couple in one Toil are caught, 

In the ſame Cage in mournful Notes complain, 
Of the ſame Fate, and curſe perfidions Men. 


Captives, O Heav'ns, take Pity of our Pains, 
Let Death give Freedom from our Chains. 


Flouriſb of Inſtruments of Horror, Enter Arcabon 


with a Dagger in her Hand, attended by infernal 
; Spirits. 
Arcab. Tour Vows have reach'd the Gods; 3 
your Chains and Breath | 
Have the ſame Date --- 
Prepare for Freedom, for I bring you Death. 
He who ſo oft has 'ſcap'd th* Aſſaults of Hell, 
Whom yet no Spells cou'd bind, no Force cou'd 
By whom fo many bold Enchanters fell, (quell, 
Amadis, Amadis, this joyful Day, 
Your Guardian Deity himſelf 's our Prey. 
From all their Dungeons let our Captives come, 
Idle Spectators of their Hero's Doom. 
. [Other Dungeons open, and diſcover more Captives 
in Chains, 
Cor. On me, on me, let ev'ry Vengeance fall, 
Make me the Victim to attone for all. 


Flor. Rather on me let all your Fury bend, 
But ſave, O ſave my Miſtreſs and my Friend, 


Arrab. As ſoon the Lioneſs ſhall ſtarve, to ſpare 


Her Prey --- Behold the Sacrifice appear. 


(4 
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' FA Traverſe is 1 drawn - diſcovering, Amadis i» 
Chains.  Arxcabon advancing haſtily to ftab 
. him, ſtarts and ftops. 
Thou, dy- What ſtrange and what rebfileſs 
Charm, . 
With ſecret Force, arreſts my lifted Arm? 
What act thou, who with more than Magick Art 
Doſt make my Hand unfaithful to my Heart? 
Amad. One, who diſdaining Mercy, ſues to die; 
I ask not Life, for Life were Cruelty, 
Of all the Wretched, ſearch the World around, 
A more unhappy never can be found. 
Let looſe thy Rage, like an avenging God, 
Fain wou'd my, Soul encumber'd caſt her Load. 
Arcab. In ev'cy Feature of that charming Face, 
The dear Enchanter of my Soul I trace: 
L Aſide, obſerving bim. 
My Brother! had my Father too been kill'd, 
Nay, my whole Race, his Blood ſhould not be ſpill'd. 
The Tyes of Nature do but weakly move, 
The rgggen Tye of Nature, is in Love. 
[Stands gating upon him, 
Amad. O Floreftan! 1 ſee thoſe Chains with 
Shame, 
Which I cou'd not prevent --- O Stain to Fame 
O Honour loſt for ever! Theſeus fell. 
_ But Hercules remain'd unconquer'd ſtill, 
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And freed his Friend What Man cou'd do, 1 did, 
Nor was I overpower'd, but betray'd. | 
O my loy'd Friend! with better Grace we ſtood 
In Arms repelling Death, wading in Blood 
To Victories; the manly Limb that trol 
Firm and ere, beneath a treble Load 
Of pond'rous Mail, theſe hameful Bonds diſdains, 
And links beneath th' inglorious Weight of Chains. 
Fler. Where ſhall the Braye and Good for Re- 
fuge run, | ; Bo ada 
When to be virtuous is to be undone? 
Sure Fupiter's depos'd, fome Giant rules 
An impious World, contriv'd for Knaves and Fools. 
Arcab. He ſpoke. andev*ry Accent to my Heart 
Gave à freſh Wound, and was another Dart: 
He weeps --- but reddens at the Tears that fall --- 
Is it for theſe ? Be quick, and free em al. 
| | | [Throws away her Dagger. 
Let ey ry Captive be releas'd from Chains: 
How is it that I love, if he complains? 
Hence ey'ry Grief, and ey*ry anxious Care, 
Mix with the Seas and Winds, raiſe Tempeſts there: 
Strike all your Strings, to joyful Meaſures, move, 
And ey'ry Voice ſound Liberty and Love. | 


Flouriſh of all the Muſick, The 'Captives 2. ſet 
at Liberty. Atrcabon. frees Amadis her ſelf. 


4 "$6 Ba 


% 
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s o N 6. 
Liberty ! Liberty 


"Ah how fade 5s "Liberty / 
Arm, arm, the gen raus Britons cry, 


Loet us live free, or let we die, 
Triunpets ſounding, Banners flying, 


11 
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7 


Brauing Tyrants, Chains defying, 

Arm, arm, the gen*rons Britons try, 

Let us live free, or let us die, 
Liberty ! Liberty ! 


| Another Voice. 


Happy Ife, all Foys poſſeſſing, 


Clime reſembling Heav'n above, 
Freedom *tis that erowns thy Bleſſing, 
Land of Liberty, and Eve? 


When the Nymphs, to cure Complaining, 


Set themſelves and Lovers free, 
In the Bleſſing of Obtaining, 
. Ah! how ſweet is Liberty ! 


 . Fifth Dance of Captives. 


S 3 
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Floreſtan and Coriſanda run into each others Arms. 


Flor. In this enchanting Circle let me be, 
For ever and for ever bound with thee. 

cor. Life of ny Life, and Charmer of my Heart, 
| From theſe Embraces let us never. part. 

Flor. Never, O never--- In ſome ſafe Retreat, 
Far from the Noiſe and Tumults of the Great, 
Secure and happy on each others Breaſt, 

Within each others Arms we'll ever reft ; 
Thoſe Eyes ſhall make my. Days ſerene and bright, 


Theſe Arms, thus circling round. me, bleſs the 
Night. 


Arcabon advances with Amadis, the reſt fand in 
Rows, bowing as they advance. 
Arcab. When Rage like mine. makes ſuch a 
ſudden Pauſe, - | 
| Nethinks *rwere eaſie to divine the Cauſe : 
Soldiers, tho* rough, may in a Lady's. Face 
The ſecret Meaning of her Bluſhes. trace, f ſent 
When mort · breath'd Sighs, and catching Glances, 
From dying Eyes, reveal the kind Intent. 
All Day in Wars rade Hazards take Delight, 
But Love and gentler Pleaſures rule the Night. 
Amad. The Lords of Fate; who all our Lots. 
decree, 


Have deſtin d Fame no other Joy for me, 


My 
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My. allen stars in that one Circle move, 
The happy only are ordain'd for Love. 

Arcab. The Stars that you reproach, my Art 

can force, 

I can direct em to a kinder Cote. 
What conquer d Nations, driven from the Field, 
Can pleaſe your Pride, like tender Maids that yield? 
What Sound ſo ſweet or raviſhing, can move 
Like the, ſoft Whiſper of conſenting Love? 


What Spoils of Fame, what Trophies have the 


Charms | 
Of Love, triumphant in a Virgin's Arms? 
Freely as Nature made the Treaſure mine, 
And boldly rifle all, each Gem is thine; 
Unguarded ſee the Maiden Casket ſtand, | 
Glad of the Theft, to court the Robber's Hand 
Honour his wonted Watch no longer keeps, 
Seize quickly, Soldier, while the Dragon ſleeps. 
Amad. Enchanting are your og 1 2 
lyes 
In your myſterious Art, than in your i Eyes I 
Such melting Language claims a ſoft Return, 
Pity the hopeleſs Love with which-1 burn: 
Faſt bound already, and not free to chuſe, 
IL prize the Bleſſing which 1 muſt refuſe. 
Arcab. Thoſe formal Lovers be for ever curſt, 
Who fetter d free-born Love with Honour firſt, 
Turning angrily afide.. 
Who» 
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Who chro' Fantaſtick Laws ate Vittue's Fools, 
And againſt Nature will be Slaves to Rules. 
How cold he ſtands ! unkindling at my Charms? 

| TObſerving him. 
Thou Rock of lee, FU mele thee in my Arms. 
tr. hith gently. 
Tour Captive Friends have Freedom tom this 
Hour? | 
Rejoyce for them, but for thy ſelf much more: 
Sublimer Bleſſings are reſery*d for thee, 
Whom Glory calls to be poſſeſt of me. . 
The Shipwrackt Greeks, caft on aa's Shore, 

With trembling Steps the dubious Coal explore; 

Who firſt arrive, unworthy of Regard,” 
In yain lament, unpity d and unheard : 
But when Vlyſſes with Majeſtick Mien (Queen, 
Approach'd the Throne, where ſat th Enchantr 
Pleas'd with a Preſence that invades her Charms, 
She takes the bold Advent'rer in her Arms, 
Up to her Bed ſhe leads the Conqu rox on, 
Where he enjoys the Daughter of the Sun. 
[She leads Amadis at. Floreftan and Coriſan- 
da go off together, looking back with Concern af- 
ter Amadis. The remaining Captives expreſs 


_ their Foy for Liberty, with Songs and Dances, 
a with which the Act concludes. 
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CHORUS 
@ >. 
To Fortune give immortal Praiſes 
Fortune depoſes, and can raiſe 
Fortune the Captives:Chajns does break, 
And. brings deſpairing Exiles n+ | 
However low this Hour we fall, 
One luck y Moment may mend all, 
u. "ls 
"Tis Saas governs all. below +. 
The Stateſman*s Wiles, the Gameſter's Tees 
The Soldier's Fame, the Merchant Gains, | 
The Lover's Foy, the Priſoner's chains, 
Are but as Fortune ſhall beſtow ; 
Ti Fortune governs all below. 


Sixth Dance of Captives to the Chorus. 


Leut. 


182 -7b+"Britith Enchanrers; 
ACT IV. SCENE f. 


* 


SCE N E, A Grove, ee. 
Enter Arcabon and Arcalaus. 


I 5 fieſt Excuſes 1 to Forms allows, 

And deem' d em 'Policy before the 

| Croud ; 

But when alone, in Shades where Lovers hide, 

Death! Hell! and Furies! then to be deny d! 
Arcal. Of Women Tyrants tis the common 

Doom, | 
Each haughtily ſets out in Ns tears Rae 
'Till late repenting, to redeem the paſt, 
You turn abandon'd Proftitutes at laſt. 

| Arcab. Who Hate declares, is ſure of Hate again: 

Rage begets Rage, Diſdain provokes Diſdain : 

Why, why, alas, ou d Love leſs equal prove? 

Why is not Love return'd with mutual Love? 
Arcal. Bleſſings when cheap, or certain, we 

deſpiſe ; 

From ſure Poſſeſſion what Deſire can riſe ? 

Love, like Ambition, dies as tis enjoy'd, 

By Doubt provok'd, by Certainty deſtroy'd. 

Arcab. To govern Love, alas! what Woman can? 

Jet tis an eaſie Province to a Man, 


Arcab. 


nn 


Why 


* 


Why am I then of Hope abandon'd quite? 
There is a Cute I'd ask it if 1 might. 
f Forgive me, Brother, if I pry too far; 
Tve learnt — my Rival is your Fiigner here 3. 
If that be true — - 
Arcal. What thence wou 1a you inter? (is "AY 


Arcab. What but her Death ---- When Amadis. 


From Hopes of her, there may be Hope for me, 


Arcal. Thou. Cloud to his bright June; Fool, 


mall he 
Who has lov'd her, ever deſcend to thee? 


Arcab. Much vainer Fool art thou; where are 


thoſe Charms 


That are to tempt a Princeſs to ab 0 
Thou Vulcan to Oriana s Mart. 


Areal. But yet, r 


This Vulcan has that Mars within his Net. 
Your Counſel comes too late, for *tis-decreed, 


To make the Woman ſure, the Man ſhall bleed. 
LExit Arcalaus frerlily.. 


Arab. Firſt, periſh has. nh. Alb * Seas, 
and Sky, 
Confounded in one Heap of Chaos. ne, 
And ey*ry other living Creature die. 
1 burn, I burn, the Storm that's in my Mind 
Kindles my Heart, like Fires provok'd by Wind: 
Love and Reſentment, Wiſhes and Diſdain, 
Blow all at once, ine Winds that plough the Main. 
Ulm Furies. 
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Furies, Ale, aid my juſt Defign: | / | 
But if, averſe to Mercy, you decline 8 
The pious Task, aſſiſt me, Pow'rs divine; 

Joſt Gods; and thou their King, Imperial Fove, 
_ whom hk Feeds, but fave the Mati 1 love. 
DT? * a. 


Ti he S'C EN E changes to 4 pleaſant Gusen, Ori- 
ana fing in 4 Bower at the lower Part of the 
Scene, liſtning to ſoft Muſick, Axcalaus enters 


bowing reſpeftruely 3 ſhe riſes z they advance ſlowly 
towards the & tage m mute Fee till the Mu- 


_ fick ceaſes." | 
* . 


Arcal. Of Freedom loſt, unjuſtly you complain, 
Born to command, here- e ex you come, you'reign 3 
No Fetters here you wear, but others bind, 

And not a Priſon, but an Empire find. 
Ori. Death 1 expect, ne e 
Tis all the Mercy to be wiſt'd from yl. 

Fo die is to be free: Oh let me find 


4 ſpeedy Death; that Freedom wow'd be-kind. 


Arcal. Too cruel to ſuſpect ſuch Ills were meant, 


Here is no Death, but what your Eyes preſent: 


O may they reign, thoſe Arbiters of Fate, 
Immortal, as the Loves that they create. - 
We know the Cauſe of this prepoſt' rous Stef, 
N We We Rr, were there no nn 


* 
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One Lover loſt, have you not Millions more? 
Can you complain of Want, whom all adoxe? 


All Heatrs ate yours, ev in mine, that fierce and free 


Ranging at targe;” diſdain'd Captivity, | 
Caught by your Charms, the Savage trembling lies, 
And proſtrate in his Chain, for Metcy dies. 
Ori. Relpe is limited to Pow*'r alone, 
Beauty diſtreſt, like Kings from Empire thrown, 
Each Inſolent invades, regardleſs of a Frown. 
How art thou chang'd, ah wretched Princeſs ! now, 


When e' ry slave that loves, dares tell thee ſo! 


Arcal. If 1 do love, the Fault is in your Eyes, 
Blame them that wound, and not the Slave that 
dies : | LS 
If we may love, then ſure we may decture 3 * 
If we may not, ah why are you ſo fair! 
Who can behold thoſe Lips, that Neck, this Waſte, 
That Form divine, and not be mad to taſte? 
ori. Pluck our theſe Eyes, revenge thee on Ty 
Face, 
Tear off my Cheeks, and root up ev'ry Grate, 
Disfigutt, kill me, kill me inſtantly, 
Thus may 'ſt thou free thy ſelf at once, and me. 


Arcal. Such ſtrange. Commands' Were tons. 


4. to obey, 
1 wou'd tevenge my ſelf a gentler Way. * 
[Takes her by the Hand, ſhe mom it Sd * 
_ wity, tre turns furtily upon her * 


some 
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Some ORE: IO 16 NG 798 FURY change your 
Mind; | 


Madam, you have nc not. ns — 3 


Ori. Some Whirlwind beat me from this. odi- 
ous Place, 
Zarth open wide, and bury my Diſgrace; 


Save me, ye Pow'rs, from Violence and Shame, 
Aſſiſt my Virtue, and protect my Fame, [Courſe, 


But when that fails, a ſure Reſerve is Force: 


The niceſt Dames, who our Embgaces mun, 


Arcal. Love, with Submiſſion firſt begins in 
bald. 


Wait only a Pretence, and Force is one: 


she who thro? Frailty yields, Diſhonoui gains, 


But the that's forc'd, her Innocence retains: 
Debtors and Slaves for Favours they beſtow, 
Inyading, we are free, and. nothing owe. 

No. Tyes of Love or Gratitude conſtrain, | 


Bot as we like, we leave, or come again. 


* 
= 4 


It mall be fo -——- * 
Since ſofter Arguments have. prov'd ſo vain, 
Force is the laſt - Keſift it if you can. 

_ [Seizes her, ſhe ſt ruggles and breaks from him. 


; a Help, help, ye Gods! 


Arcal. Who with ſuch Courage can reſiſt Deſize, 
With what a Rage the'll love when Raptures fire ! 
_ Behold ia Chains your yanquiſh'd Minion lies, 


Aud if Mipothing but this Scoxo, he dies. * 
[Amadis 


* 
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b ie 3. wits ant 
rAmadi faſt betas | in e | Oriana "uy A- 
madis at Szpbr of each other ſtart and loch 4- 
. A Flas aud antes to flab him. Arca- 
* in — Inſtant enters, ſoi.45 Okiana, held- 


4 Dagger at ber Breaſt, Arcalaus wiph- 
ks s his Blow. 


ab. strike boldly, Murd rer, ſtrike him to 
the Ground, 

While thus my Dagger anſwers ev ry Wound; 

Drink deep the Blood from the moſt mortal Part, 

un do thee teaſon in 0riava*s Heart. 

By what new Magick is thy Vengeance charm'd? 
" Trembles thy Hand, before # Man unarm'd > 
When by 0rians's Death, debarr'd of Bliſs, 

Then triumph in the Fate of Amadis. 

Ori. Strike, my Deliv*rer, tis a friendly Stroke, 
I fhun thee not, but rather wou'd provoke: 

Death to the Wretched. is an end of Care, 

But yet; methinks he might that Vidim ſpare. 

[Pointing to Amadis.. 

Amad. Butt, burſt theſe * that like Per- 
ſens 1 

May to the Suecout of the . 7 

My Soul, till now, no Dangers cou'd affright, 

yo trembles, like a Cowazd's, at this Sight. 

Arab. So paſſionate! But 111 revenge it hete. 
- Arcal, Hold, Fury, or I ſtrike as home forbear. 


*» 
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[She offering at Oriana, he offers © Ame, both 


©, » ; withrilield their Blaw.. | 
Had 1 enjoy'd-- --- A Cuiſe on the. Keptidie! 


yon: mightꝰ ſt hare —— had the _ 


Lekve. 


Trumpets ſound, enter haſtily 2 with 4 
. imerows Train of Attendants, 2 


nu 


Vrg., To Arms, to Ams, ye Spirits * — 


Te Guardians of the Brave, and of the Faix, 


| Leave your Wadi ann in Arms appear. 


[Thwnder, 3 Ketcde-draens, and other war- 
like Inſtruments, Spirits deſcend in Clouds, 
ſome continue in the Air, playing pen Inſtru- 
ments of War, - Others remain rang d n for 

_— 2 Others deſcend aon the Stage, and draw 
in Order of Battel by Amadis, whom Ur- 

E frees, preſenting him à Sword. Axca- 

and Arcal aus took aftoniſh'd, and rrrire 10 


the oppoſite Side. of the Stage. Otiana goes. 
_ to Urganda. wh 


over 


Arcab. Fly quick, ye Damen, from your black 


Abodes, 
And try another Combat wick che Gods, 
Au Fires and poſtilential Fumes ariſe, 


SF 
— 


And flaming Fountains ſpout againft the Skies, 
From their broad Roots "theſe dun and Cedars 


yy 4 
tear, * 


| Burn like my Love, wa rage like 1 wy Deſpair. 
* 
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Trumpet: ſound on Afcibon®s Side, which are 
anſwer d on Utganda . The Grove appears in 
an Inſtant all in 4 Flame. Feuntains from be- 

. low caſt up Fire as in Spouts 3 4 Nen of Fire 
from above, The S darker'd the while, 
Thunder © and (Lightnint. Demon range them= - 
ſelves on the Stage by Arcalaus; gther — 
Jace Urganda's Spirits in the Air. Mcalaus 
2.9 7 is Party 12250 a Sword 


"(ray to Amadis. 
real. Let Heab'n and Hell add neuter, white 
we try, n "6" IY 


. 


On equal Terms, 


»hich of us two Mall die. 


Areal aus and Amadis engage at the Head of their 

Parties: A Eight at the ſame. rime in the Air, 

and upon the Stage: Martial Muſick the while 

' mixt with Inſtruments of Horror: Thunder and 

105 Lightnin The Demons are vweiroome; Arca- 
laus falls. SN 


Than tempt the Sword by which thy Brother fell, 


*. 3 ** 0 <4 64h 4 4 
Amad., Thou-might' have leaxnt more Policy 


ie Arcitaus falling, 
eg. Sound Tunes of Triumph all ye Winds, 
r 


Tour Notes aloſt, that Heav'n and Earth may heat; | 
«And thou, O Sun, ſhine out ſerene and gay, ..... 
And bright, as when the Giants loſt the Dax. 


[The 8k chen d Tunes of Wie- re ound 
PFrem all Parts of the Theatre, Amadis ap= 
proaches 
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oaches Oriana beugt reſpect᷑ full 5.  Atrcaben | 
oy 1250 while and: fallen * 1 r 


Amad. While Amadis Oriana's Love poſſeſt, 


Secure of Empire in that 'beauteous Breaſt, 


Not Fove, : — of Gods, ine Ama 
eis biet... K vy v4 


ori, While to Orians e wh hi * 
Nor wand' ring Flames to diſtant Climat 
| N No Lope © ee d br 


Jamal That Hear'n of Love, alas! is: mine 
no more, 
Braving thoſe. Pow'rs.by.whom fat fallly ſwore, 
zhe to Conſtantine wou' d thoſe Charms reſign, | 
If Oaths. cou'd bind, that ſhoy'd be only mige. 
Ori. With a feign'd Falmood en 3 evade n 
Part 
Of Guilt, and © tax a tender faithful Rene 
While by ſich Ways you'd hide a conſcious Flanie, 
The only Virtue you have left, is Shame. | 
Turning di ain fully from 14 
” Amad, But ſhou'd this injur'd Vaſſal you rej ect 
Prove true, ah what Return might he erpect? 
| [Approaching tenderly, 
Ori. Tho! brave Tinftantins charms, with er "ry 
That can entice a tender Virgin's Heart, LArt, 


Whether he ines for Glory or Delight, 


Tg ee e. % et ed Sights -. 
SEGA de 8% \ Vo OK Were 


Tbe\Britiſh-Enchanter . Hed 
Were Amadis reſtor d to my Bſtcem; 0 v 
I wou d teject a Deity for Rm. 
Amad. Tho" falſe as watry Bubbles viown i 
Wind. a 
Fix'd in my Soul, nag roored.in my Mind, 7 
1 love Oriana, faithleſs and unkind: +12 6 
Oh were ſhe kind, and faithful as ſhe's: it, 11 
For h one Id live, and die enn 
_ Urg. Adjourn theſe Murmurs of unquiet Love, 
And from this Scene of Rage and Fate remove. 
Thy Empire, Arcabon, concludes this Hour, 
Short is the Date of all fagitious Pow'r;.. | 
Spar d be thy Life, that thou may'ſt living bear 
The Torments of the Damn d in thy Deſpair: // 
Where Zephyrs only breathe; in Myrtle Groves, 
| There will 1 lead you to debate your Loves. 


[Urganda tales Otiana' Hand leading ber ont: 
As Amadis is following, Arcabon takes him 


by the Rebe. 
Arcab. What, n not one Look! not one diſſem- 
bling Smile EPR 0 


% 


To. thank me-for your Like! or 3 
Deſpair? Cold and ungrateful as thou art, 
Hence from my Sight for-eyety and my Heart. 
[Lets go her Hold. with an Air of Contempt. 
Back, Soldier, to the Camp, thy proper. Sphere, 
Stick to thy Trade, dull Hero, follow War, 
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Uſeleſs to Wamenz: thou meer Image, _ 
To raiſe D and then to difappoint. 
eue [Amadis goes ant. 
So jaws to be gone, — - Barbarian ſtay ---- 
He's gone, and Love returns, and ride gives way. 
| Oh ſtay, come back - Horror and Hell! 1 burn! 2 
1 tage! T rave! 1 die!. Return, return. , 
Eternal Racks:my torturd Boſom tear, . 
Vuhures with: eudieſs Pangs are gnawing — | 
Fury! Diſtraction ' 1 am all Deſpair. - PA 
Burning with Love, may'ſt thou ne er aim atBliſs, 
But Thunder ſhake hy _ ban Lightning 
blaſt thy Kiſs; - 
While pale, aghaſt, ae kund dy; by 
Pleas d at the Terrors that diſtract thy N 
Plague of my Life! thy want of Pow'r mall be 
ene, thy Scoꝛn to me. 


0 ben 
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Dur Wars ave %,, $63.27 393 61 OT 
2 Bartel 5 dn ,, 005 0 © | 
Let Larwrels cyown - | 2 ee 191 
e Heads that rug ged Steel did cover, 
W Let Myrtle tes | 
« T4 NIE 1431 


De Britiſh Exchanter: 5 
| © "Let Myytles, too 
' Atlorn the Brow 
That bent beneath the warlike Beaver, 
Let Kiſſes, Embraces, 
Dying Eyes, and kind Glances, 
Let Kiſſes, Embraces, | 
— And tender Careſſes 
Give'Warmth to our amorous Trances,. 
Let Trumpets and Tymbals, 
Let Atabals and Cymbals, 
Let Drums and Hautboys give over; 
But let Flutes 
And let Lattes 
Our Paſſions excite 
To gentler Delight, 
And every Mars be 4 Lover, 
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u md by Glory, tho? by Love polleſt; 
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SCEN E. Urganda%s — of Blifes Being 4 
e of W — 


| Enter Oriane Eat Loop 


, on. FN my Eſteem he well deſerves 4 > 


He ſhares my Praiſe, but 2 have all my 
Heart: 4 
When equal Virtues in the Scales are try'd, 
And Juftice againſt neither can decide, 


When Tudgment thus perplex d ſuſpends the 


Choi ce, 


Fancy muſt ſpeak, and give the caſting Voice: : 


Much to his Love, much to his Merit's due, 

But pow'rful Inclination is for you. 11 
Amad. Thou haſt no Equal, a ſuperior Rax 

VUntival'd as the Light that rules the Day. 


:Shou'd Fame ſollicit me with all her Charms, 


Not blooming Laurels, nor victorious Arms 

Shou'd purchaſe but a Gtain of the Delight, 

A Moment from the Raptures of this Night. 
Ori. Wrong not my virtue, "to ſuppoſe that . 

Can grant to Love, what Duty muſt deny; 

A Father's Will is wanting, and my Breaſt 


Rathen 


— 


LS 
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he 
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atha 
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Aather than be anothers 1 vou d die, 


Nor can be yours, till Duty 1 £35994 


Amad. e that thus * erde 


engage, * 
To wait the peeviſh — of 01d 4 


Think not the Lawfulneſs of Love conſiſts 
In Patents Wills, or in the Forms of Prieſts; 
Such are but licens' d Rapes, that Vengeance draw 
From Heav'n, howe ex approv'd by human Law. 
Marriage the happy'ſt Bond of Love might be, 
If Hands were only join'd when Hearts agree. 


128 ee and Cotiſanda, Floreſtan and At- 
tendants. ſs” 


* 


| e Here faithful Lovers to Cafe 15 temove, 


The ſoft Retreat of Glory and of Love, 
By Fate prepar'd, to crown the happy Hours, 


Of mighty Kings, and famous Conquerours: 


The Bower of Bliſs tis call'd, and is the ſame 


Which Mortals mall hereafter Blenheim name, 


Delicious Seat, oxdain d à ſweet Rec eee 
For thee, and for a future Amadis. ö 
Here, Amadis, let all your Suff rings end; | 
Before I brought a Miſtreſs, now a Friend, 6 
The greateſt * that the Gods can ſend. 
Preſenting Floreſt an. 
l o, F loreſtan there wanted but this more, 
This nn Embrace, to make my Joys run o'er; 


K 2 The 


1 


4 © N 
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' TheStght of thee does ſuch vaſt Tranſpotts bters, 


That ſcarce the Ecſtaſies of Love Exrect. "454 


Flor. If beyond Love or Glory-is a Taſte © 
Of Pleaſure, it is ſure n lr , 


ll. Ori. My Coriſanda 06! | 
| Bot Floreftancou'd fly with greater” "haſte 7 1 F 
I To take thee in his Arms: o welcome ro 0 my Neat. + 
| 1 As to thy- Lover's — f 
IF cor. O- 3 3% | 
Bleſt Day! 110 4 M3 5 


Me whards:formavy: Friends! and Lovers meet. 

* Flor. The Storm blown oyer, To the wanton 

} Dee TGroves, 

| Shake from their 8 che Rain, and ſeek the 
Pair their glad Mates, and cooe eternal Loves. 

Amad, O Floreſtan? bleſt as thou doſt deſerve, 
To thee the Fates are kind, without Reſerve. 
My Joys are not ſo full; tho” Love wou'd yield, 
Fierce Honour ſtands his Cn _ A 7 the 
Field, 

Nature within ſeduc'd, in yain befriends, . 
While Honour, with his Guard of Pride, defends: 
O Nature frail, and faulty in thy Frame, 
Fomenting Wiſhes, Honour muſt condemn; 
Or O! too rigid Honour thus to bind, | 
When Nature prompts, and when Deſire is kind. 
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Enter Areabon conducting Conſtantius, her Gar 
ments looſe and Hair, diſbeual' d, ſceming frantick, - 


Arcab. This, Reman, . is the Hace: Tis Magick 
Stound, 8 

Hid by Enchantment, by Enchanement found. 

Rehald * em at our View difſoly'd in Fear; 

Two Armies, are two Lovers in Deſpair. 

Proceed, be bold, and ſcorning to entreat; 

Think all her Struglings feign'd, her Cries Deceit. 

Not creeping like a Cur that fawns to pleaſe, 

Nor whine, nor beg but like a Lyon ſeize: 

Kill him, and raviſh, her: For fo wou'd I, 

Were I a Man; or rather let both die. 

The Rape may pleaſe -—-- 

Each was diſdain'd ; to equal Rage reſign 

Thy Heart, and let it bura and blaze like mine. 

Tis {ſweet to love; but when with Scorn we meet, 

Revenge ſupplies the Loſs, with Joys as great. 
[.4 Chariot deſcends ſwiftly drawn by Dragons, 

into which ſhe enters at the following Lines. 
Up to th' etherial Heav*ns here Gods reſide, 
Lo! thus I fly to thunder on thy Side. | 


[Thunder. The Chariot mounts in the Air, and 
yas with her, | 


K Con. 


* The Britiſh Enchanters. 


cn. Fly where thou wilt, but wot to bien As 
©. bodes, 
For know, where- er cha att, thete are no Gods, 
l Approaches Oriana, bowing reſpotfullyy 
1 come not here an Object to affright, 
Or to moleſt, but add to your Delight, 
Behold" a Prince expiring in your View, 
'Whoſe'Life's a Burthen to himſelf, and your, 
Fate and the King all other Means deny | 
To ſet you free, but that Conftantins die: 
A * Arm had play'd 4 Neman's Part, 
But tis prevented by my breaking Heart: 
1 thank you, Gods, nor think my Doom ſevere, 
Reſigning Life, on any Terms, for her. | 
Urg. What cruel Deſtiny on Beauty waits, 
When on one Face depend fo many Fates? 
| Confin'd by Honour to relieve but One, 
Unhappy Men by Thouſands are undone. 
Con, Make Room, ye Decit, whoſe ae 
\ Breath +... 
Securd your An s Happineſs by Death; 
I come a Sacrifice no leſs renown'd, 
The Cauſe as glorious, and as ſure the Wound. 
[cel at Otiana' Feet, ſhe ſeems concern d. 
Oh Love! witk all thy Sweets let her be bleſt, 
Thy Reign be gentle in that beauteous Breaſt, 


r BY Tho? 
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Tho” thy malignant Beams, with deadly Force,” | 
Have ſcorch'd my Joys, and in, their baneful 
"- © Courſe X 
Wirher d each Pant, 5 ary'd * ew ry Source . ; 
Ah! to Oriaua ſhine leſs fatal bright, 
Cheriſh her Heart, and nouriſh her. Delight, 
Reſtrain each cruel Influence that deſtroys, 
Bleſs all her Days, and ripen all her Joys. 
[Amadis addreſſing to Conſtantius. 
Amad. Were Fortune us d to ſmile upon Deſert, 
Love had been yours; to die, had been my Part: 
Thus Fate divides the Prize; tho* Beauty's mine, 
Yet Fame, our other Miſtreſs, is more thine, _ 
| [Confſtantius riſes, looking ſternly upon him, 
Diſdain not, gallant Prince, a RivaFs Praiſe, 8 


Whom your high Worth has humbled to confeſs g 
In every thing, but Love, he merits leſs. 
cn. Art thou that Rival then? O killing Shame! 
And has he view'd me thus, ſo weak, ſo tame? 
Like a fcorn'd Captive proſtrate at his Side, 
To grace his Triumph, and delight his Pride? 
O 'tis too much! and Nature in Diſdain 
Turns back from Death, and firing ev'ry Vein, 
Reddens with Rage, and kindles Life again. 8 
Be firm, my Soul, quick from this Scene remove, 
Or Madneſs elſe may be too ſtrong for Love. 
[Draws Dagger; and ſtands between Amadis 
and Oriana, fac acing Amadis, 
Su. 7 K 7 | — 
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spent as I am, and weary'd with the Weight 
Of butthening Life ----I cou'd' reverſe my. Fate, 
Thus planted, ſtand thy everlaſting Bat; 


(eng Amadis, holding the Dagger 6 1 Throat 7, 
Amadis ffrurgles for bis Sword: 


But for Oriana's fake tis better here. 


[Looking back {Yo Otiana, Habs bimſelf ; z all nn 


to ſupport him. 


ori. Live, gen tous Prince, ſuch virtue ne = 


5 mou'd die. 

cn. Loe liv'd enough, of all 1 wiſh voſt, 93 
1f dying, 1 may leave 0riana hleſt: © OP 
Nor can I now recall my Fate — LN 
Th' Invader has too ſure a Fooring bound. 

He ſpreads his Troops and cop'ring all around, 
He marches unoppos' d; In every Vein 43 
Feavers aſſault, and Phrenfies burn my Brain, +44 
The laſt warm Drop forſakes my bleeding Heaxt 2 
95 115 how ſure a Murderer thou art. (Dien 


There breaks the nobleſt Heart that ever 
. 


In Flames of Love, fox ever to be mourn'd. | 
Amad. Laviſh to him, you wrong an 1 
Flame; 
Had he been lov'd, my Heart had done the ſame. 
Fler. Oh Emperor, all Ages ſhall agree, 
Such, but more happy, ſhou d all Lovers be. 


Urg. 


De Britiſh Exchanterr. 0 
Vrg. No Lover. now throughout the World 
remains 
| But Amadis, deſerving of your. Chain. _ 
Remove that mournful Obje&. from the Sight. 
[Carry-off the . 
Ece you? bright Beam is ſhadow'd o'erwith Might, 
The ſtubborn King ſhall. licenfe your Delight; - 
The Torch, already bright with: nuptial Eire, 
Shall bring you to the: Bridegroom you deſite; 
And Honour, that ſo long has kept in doubt, 
Be better pleas'd to yield, than to hold out. 
ere an Entertainment of Muſick, and Dancing. 


To be ſung. 


Make Room for the Combat, make Neom, 
* Sound the Trumpet and Drum, 
A fairer than Venus prepares 
To encounter à greater than Mars. 
Make Room for the Combat; make Neem, 2 
Sound the Trumpet and Drum, 
The Gods of Defire take part in the Fray, 
And Love fits like Jove, to decide the great Day, 
For the Honour of Britain 
This Duel is fought ! 
Give the Word to begin, 
Let the Combatgnts in; 


Ths 


j 
| 
l 
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- The Challenges enters all 2 ; 


Dat Tove haf deereedy” OR 
The? Beauty may bleed, 5 * 1 | 
Ter ert foal fil be 222 wo: 
| pate. O ROK Vie he vor 
101 Reom for * Combat, makg. 2 4% 
| Sound the Trumpet and Drum 


¶ fairer than Venus prepares 


T's encounter a greater than Mats, 


SONG. 


Help! help! th unpraftis'd Comqueroy cries; { 
He faints, he falls, help, help Ah me! he diss. 


Gently ſhe tries to raiſe his Head; N. 
And weeps, alas ? to find him dead. 


—”— 


N. 


Sound, ſound a charge, tis War again, 


Again he fights, again is ſlain; 


Again, again, help, help ! ſhe cries, "SA 


Nile faints, he falls, help, help Ah me! he dies. 


* 


Another, n 
Happy Pair, SORE Be . 
Free from Care; Tent 


The Britith Ecke 40g 


* © Enjoy the Bleſihng ' ; 2 
ef ſweet Poſſeſing „ 

y Free from Care, 

' Happ) Pay - 


_ - Love invitingy' © 3 2 "7A 
Siet wniding, | 
| _ Deſiring, 3# [% S/ELPCIAL 44.44 SWA 
| Expiving, TE v5 
Enjoy the "Bleſſo Ing A 1 mY F 5 7 
Of ſweet Poſſeſſing + n- 
| Free from Cares 
Happy Pair. 


F , & 


Chorus Singing and Dancing. 


Be true, all ye Lovers, phate er you endures 7 » 
Tho”: cruel the Pain is, how ſweet i⸗ the wires 
So divine is the Bleſſing, | | 
In the Hour of Poſſeſſing, f 
That one Moment*s obtaining 
Pays an Age of Complaining. : 
Be true, all ye Lovers, whate*er you enduxe ; 
Thu! cruel the Pain is, how fooeet is the Cure 1 
Here enter two Parties from the 2 sides 
of the Theater, with Lances in their Hands, 
marching to a Warlike Meaſure of Trum 
| . &c, Then run a Tilt, and haying bro- 


or quitted their Lances; form divers 
Com- 


. 


[ 
= 
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Combats with. sword and Buckler, - The 
% J Be dance. e expreſſing their. 


* 


err. 


| * 
t 31 


Nn CHO U'$ e be Dance. | 


: Amadisis the Hero Glory, 


Off endleſs Fame 4 nt Story e 
u ee is the Bog eG. bac 


eee 
Lig of Love, to ſhine: for aver: ad 
Otiana is the. Queen of Pleaſure... 


A [The Entertainment concludes with vatiety of 


Songs and Dances, after which wy Compa- 
ny riſe and come forward. 


Amad. So. de. wounts SE: inthe 


Skies, F. 


The Clouds diſperſe, * Aer n dies; 
Darkneſs gives place to the victorious Light, 
And all around is gay, and all around is bright. 


ori. Our preſent Joys are ve for _ 


Pain; 


To Heay'p,. and Lies "Is Sul ring we attain. 


Urg. Prophetick Fury rowls within my Breaſt, 


And as at De/phos, when the foaming Prieſt 
Full of his God; proclaims the diſtant Doom 


ol Kings undorn, and Nations yet ta come; 


My 


7 


| Tbs Bridifti Escher, of 
My labouting Mind ſo iuggles'to unfold, © 0 
On Britiſh Ground, a future Age of Gold: 
But leaſt incredulous you hear — behold. | 
[Here a SC E NE yepreſents the * 
the Triumphs of her Nabe & 1 Re PE. 3 
High on a Throne appears che ani Queen, | 
with Grace ſublime, and with Imperial Mien, = 
Surveying round her with impattial Eyes, 
Whom to protect, or whom tie ſhall chaſtiſe. 
In ev'ry Line of that auſpicious Face 
Soft Mercy ſmiles, adorn'd with ey'ry Grace. 
So Angels look, and ſo, when Heay'n decrees, | 
They ſcourge the World to Piety and feace. 


- 


Empreſs, and Conqueror, hail! Ther, Fates 
- ordain 
O'er all the willing World, ſole Atbitreſs to 
reign: * 

To no One People ate thy Laws conſin d, 
| Great Britain's Queen, but Guardian of Mankind, 
Sure Hope of all who dire Oppreſſion bear, 
For all th' Oppreſt become thy inſtant Care. 
Nations of "Conqueſt proud, Thou tam'ſt, to free; 
Denouncing War, preſenting Liberty; 
The Victor to the Vanguich'd yields a Prize, 
For in thy Triumph, their Redemption lyes; 
Freedom and Peace, for raviſſ d Fame you give; 
Invade to bleſs, and conquer to xelieve, 0 


— —— — — 
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Succeeding: Kings ſhall 1 
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rangi by this great Ex 
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Sa che Sun ſcorches, and revives. by turns, 
Bequiting with x Lich, Metals, wheze 3s rns. 


le to be jun. x 
their vnn; 


Diſcord and War and Tyranny mall ceaſe, 


» And jarring Nations be compell d to Peace; 3, « 
Prihces and States, like Subjects, ſhall 1 
To truſt Hex Power, ſafe i in Her Tiety. 


0 


» * = 
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| Tf curious to inſpe the Bopk-of Fate, 

You'd farther learn the deſtin'd Time and Date 
Of Britain's Glory, know, this Royal Dame 
From Stuarts Race thall ads A N NA 4 Hall de 


Het Name. | 
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